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PROLOGUE 


Spoken by the Author. 


78: ALL ANTS! behold before your 

Eyes the Wight, | 

N hoſe "4h ons ſtand accountable To. 

night, 

For all your Dit dende of Profit « or De- 
light. 

New Plays reſemble Bubbles, we m1 1 07, 

But their intrinſick Value ſoon is known : 


| There's no impoſing Pleaſure on a Town. 


And when they fail, count Yer bis Pains 
and Trouble, 
His Doubts, his Fears, the Poet is the Bubble. 


AS Heroes by the Tragick Muſe are ſung; 
So to the Comick, Knaves and Hole belong : 
Follies, To-night, of various kinds we paint, 


One, in a Female Philoſophick Saint, 
A 2 That 


ir PROLOGUE. 
That N by Learning Nature's Laws” 


repent, 
Warm all ber Sex's Boſoms to rebel, 
And only, with Platonick Raptures, ſwell. 
Long foe reffts the proper Uſe of Beauty, 
But Fleſh and Blood reduce theDame toDuty. 
A Coxcomb too of modern Stamp we ſhow, 
A Wit but impudent—a South-Sea Beau. 
Nay more our Muſe's Fire (but mY pro- 
telt her) 
Roafts, to your Taſte, a whole South-Sea Di- 
rektor. 
But bet none think we bring him here in ſpite, 
Hor all their Actions, ſure, tvill bear the Light, 
Beſides, he's painted here in Height of 
Power, 


Long ger we laid ſuch Ruin at his Door : 

When he was Levee d, like a Stateſman, by 

tze Town, 

Aud thought bis beap'd up M illions all bis 
OWN. 

No, uo; Stock's always at a Thou, and here, 

Hell almft honeſt on the Stage appear. 


SUCH is our Fare, to feed the Mind ou 
Ain, 
But Poets ſtaud, lie Jarriors, in their Fame ; 
One ill Day's Work brings all their paſt ro 


Shame. 
Thur 


* 


, PROLOGUE. - 


Thus having taſted of your former Favour, 

The Chance ſeems now for deeper Stakes 7 
ever. 

As, after Runs of Luck, we're more aca] + 

To boſe our Winnings, than have loſt at firſt; 

A firft Stake laſt has often ſav'd from Ruin, 

But on one Caſt to hoſe the Tout 15 hard 

Undoing. 
But be it as it may——the Dye is 1 
Fear now were Fhiiy—Paſſ the Rubicon. 


EPILOGUE. 
NE Time is come the Roman Bard 
STR Fforetold, 

=== ABrazen7ear ſucceeds an Age of Gold; 
An Age * 
Ihen ſpecious Books were open d. for undoing, 
And Hogs h Hands, in Crouds, fubſcrib'd their 

uin. 
Some Months ago, who ever could ſuppoſe, 
A Gooſequill Race of Rulers ſhould have roſe, 
T* have made; the Warlike Britons groan be- 
mneath their Blows. -— -* 
Frvils, that never, yet beheld the Sun, 
To foreign Arms, or Civil Fars, unknown, 
Theſe trembling Miſcreants, by their Miles, 
hace donc. | 

Thus the fierce Lion, whom no Force could foil, 
By Village-Curs is baited in the Toil. | 
Fbrgive the Muſe then, if her Scenes were laid 
Before your fair Poſſeſſious were betray'd ; 
She took the ſlitting Form, as Fame then ran, 
H/bile a Director ſccm'd an honeſt Man : 


But 


EPILOGUE. vil 


Put were ſhe from bis preſent Form to takes 
him, Kate 

Il hat a buge Gorging Monſter muſt ſhe make 
him 

How would his Paumch withGoldenRuin ſwell? 

IWhole Families devouring at a Meal? 

Mat motley Humour in a Scene. might flow, 

Were we theſe Upſtnrts in their Arts to ſhow ? 

When their high Betters, at their Gates have 
waited, 

And all to beg the Fquour, to be Cheated ; 

Even that Fasour, (or theyre by Fame bely d) 

To raiſe the Value of the Cheat, deny'd... 

And while Sir John was airing on his Pran- 
CerS, 1 | Wu 1 

He as left his Corokmai a, to give Peers their 
Anſwers. ' 

Then Clerks in Berlins, purchas'd by their 

Cheats, . 

That ſplaſh their walking Better s intheStreets; 

And while, by Fraud, their nlitive Country's 
ſol 3 2 

Cry, Drive you Dog, and give your Horſes Gold: 

Even Jews no 2 2 of Luxury refrain, 

But boil their Chriftian Hams in pure Cham- 


palgn. 2 
* then the Guilty, that have caus'd theſe 
iner, 
Feel a ſuperi or Cenſure for their Crimes; 
Let all, whoſe Wrongs the Face of Mirth cam 


: ; be ar, 
Enjoy the Muſes Vengeance on them here. 
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16 1. 1. 


"FM : * Frankly RS: meeting. © al tea 
[6 s it poſſible! | 
9 Gran: Frankly ! ILY pet NO | 
Fran. Dear Gr ! ] did notex- 
A l pet you theſe ten days: how! came 
| 1 you to be. ſo much beter than, your 
62 5 2 | Word? 
| 2 Gran. Why, to tell you the truth, 
becauſe I began to I better than Paris. 


Fran 


— 


| 


— — —  - > — — 


are in love. 


2 The RR SAL; or, 
Fran. That's ſtrange: But you never think like other 
People. 


Fran. Theſe ſettled Thoughts, Ned, make me hope, 


that if ever you ſoould xgarry, you will be as partial to 


the Woman you intend to pafs your Days with. 

Gran. Faith! I think every Man's a Fool that is not: 
But its very odd; you ſee, the groſſeſt Fools have gepe- 
_ nſe enough to be fond of a fine*Houſe;-or a good 

orſe, when they have bought them: They can ſee the 
Value of them, at leaſt; and why a poor Wife ſhould 


not have as fair play for one's Inclination, I can ſee no 


Reaſon, but,downright Il Enature of Stupidity. _ .\ * * 

Tranl What b Nen ink of Was When. People 
purchaſe-Wives, as they do other Goods, only becauſe 
they are a Pennyworth : Then too, a Woman has a fine 


time on't ! 


Gran. Ay, but that, will nevex be the Caſe af my Wife: 
When! maxry, I'll do it with the fame 19 ie 
as 4 Man d ſet up his Coach, becauſe his Eſtate will 


bear it, it's eaſy, and keeps him out of dirty Company. 

Fran. But what! would gen have. 4 Wite baye no more 

/ rn trade 
Gran. Ah! Friend, if I can but paſs as many eaſy Hours 


.at home with one, aþ abrogd in}t'ofher, I will take my 


chance, for her Works of Supercrogation 3 and I believe 


a: de [Opus daes Ven wich the Happineſogf toi 
Husbands about Town. 
Fran. But, at this rate, you would marry before you 
Gran. Why not? Do yu think | Happineſs is chtail'd 
upon wear Be the Woman you love? No =o than 
Reward is upon publick Merit: It may give yowa Title 
to it indeed ; but you muſt depend upon otherxPeople's 
Virtue to find: your Accouimt in either. For my part, I 
am not for building Caſtles in the Air; on | {8 a 
Lexpect no great matters; none of your Angels, a mortal 
Woman will do my Buſineſs, as.you'll find, when, I tell 


you 


=. 


The Ladies Philoſophy. 3 
you T n All I defire of a Wife, is, that ſhe will 
do as is bid, and keep herſelf clean. 

Fran. Would you not have her a Companion tho, as 
well as a Bedfellow? © 
Gran. You mean, I ſuppoſe, a Woman of Senſe ? 
Fran. I ſhould not think it amiſs for a Man of Senſe. 
Gran. Nor I; but Sdeath! where ſhall I get her? In 
ſhort, I am tired with the Search, and will ev'n take up 
with one, as Nature has made her, handſome, and only a 
Fool of her own making. | 
Fran. Was ever ſo Teſpedite an Indifference ? I am 
) W/ impatient till I know her. | PEEL 
Gran. Even the ſage and haughty Prude, Sophronia. 
Fran. Sophbronia ! | hope you don't take her for a Fool, 
Sir; why, ſhe thinks ſhe has more Senſe than all her Sex 
together. 5 $9757 4 Yd 
Gran, You don't tell me that as a Proof of her Wit, I 
preſume Sir? "HCHO 
Fran. No: But I think your Humour's a little extra- 
— that can -reſolve to marry the Woman you 
auch e 7 5 09: 04 blod KA: 
| __— It's, at leaſt, a ſign J am in no great danger of 
her laughing at me, Jom; the Caſe of many à prettier 
Fellow. But I take Sopbronia to be only a Fool of Parts, 
that's however capable of thinking right; and a Man 
muſt be nice indeed, that turns up his Noſe at 4 Woman, 
who has no worſe Imperfection; than ſetting too great a 
Value upon her Underſtanding. I t it, me is half 
mad with her Learning and Philoſophy: What then? ſo 
are moſt of our great Men, when they get a little too 
much on't. Nay, ſhe is ſo rapt in the Pride of her ima- 
ginary Knowledge, that ſhe almoſt forgets ſhe is a Wo 
man, and thinks all Offers of Love to her Perſon a Diſ- 
honour to the Dignity of her Soul; but all this does not 
diſcourage me: She may fancy herſelf as wiſe as ſhe 
proce 5 but' unleſs I fail in my Meaſures, I ſhall think 
have hard luck, if I don't make that fine Fleſh and 
Blood of hers, as troubleſome as my own in 2 Fortnight. 
Fran. You muſt have better luck than I had then: 
I was her Fool for above five Months together, and did 
not come ill recommended to the Family; but could 
make no more Impreſſion, than upon a Veſtal Virgin: 
And how a Man, of your cool Reflection, can think of 
attempting her, I have no Notion. Ln Nin 76 
B 2 Gran. 


{ 


4 "The ReruSAL; or, | 
Gran, Pſhah! I laugh at all her Airs; a Woman of a | 
general Inſenſibility, is only one that has never been 
rightly. attack d. 4 hd WoW | 
Fran. Are you then really reſolv'd to purſue her? | 
Gran. Why not? Is not ſhe a fine Creature? Has not | 
ſhe Parts? Would not half her Knowledge, equally di- 
vided, make fifty Coquettes all Women of Senſe? Is not 
her Beauty natural, her Perſon lovely, her Mein maje- 
flick : Then ſuch a Conſtitution 22 2046 
Fran. Nay, ſhe has a wholeſome Look, I grant you: 
But then her Prudery, and Platonicꝶ Principles, are inſup- 
portable. 5 In: zshare! 
Gran. Now to me they are more diverting, than all the 
Levity of a Coquette: O] the noble Conflicts between 
Nature and a proud Underitanding, make our Triumphs 
ſo infinitely above thoſe petty Conqueſts——Beſides, 
are not you Philoſopher enough to know, my Friend, that 
2 Body continent holds moſt of the thing contain'd? Tis 
not your waſting Currents, but Reſeryoirs, that make the 
Fountain play; not the Prodigal's, but the: Miſer's Cheſt, 
that holds the Treaſure: No, no, take my word, your 
Prude has thrice the latent Fire of a 1 e Lour 
Prude's Flask hermetically ſeal'd, all's right within, de- 
— t; but your, Coquette's a mere Bottle of 
Plague - water, that's open to every hod /. 
Fran. Well, Sir, ſince you ſeem ſo heartily in earneſt, 
and, I ſee, are not to be diſguſted at a little Female 
Frailty; I think I ought in Honour to let you into à lit- 
tle more of her: You muſt know then, this:marble-hear- 
ted Lady, who could not bear my Addreſſes to herſelf, 
has notwithſtanding Fleſh and Blood enough o be ten 
times more uneaſy, that I row pay them to her Siſter, 
Gran. lam glad to hear it: Prithee! let me know all; 
for tis upon theſe ſort of Weakneſſes that am to 
ſtrengthen my Hopes... EET % 
Fran. You know, I writ. you word, that I thought the 
ſafeſt way to cover my real Paſſion for her Siſter Charlotte, 
would be to drop my cold Pretenſions to Spbronia inſen- 
fibly ; upon which account I rather heightned my Reſpect 
to her: But as, you know, tis harder to diſguiſe a real 
Inclination, than to &ifſemble one we have not; Spbronia, 
it ſeems, has ſo far ſuſpected the Cheat, that, ſinee your | 
Abſence, ſhe has broke into a thouſand little Impatiences 
at my new Happineſs with Charlotte. | 


Gran. 


The Ladies Philoſophy. 5 
Gran. Good. | 
Fran. But the Jeſt is, ſhe can't yet bring down her Va- 

nity to believe, lam in earneſt with Charlotte neither; 

but really fancies my Addreſſes there are all Grimace, 
the mere Malice of a rejected Lover, to give her Scorn 

a Jealouſy. | | 
Gran. Admirable! but I hope you are ſure of this. 

Fran. "T'was but yeſterday ſhe gave me a Proof of it. 

Gran. Pray, let's hear. \ 

Fran. Why, as Charlotte and I were whiſpering at. one 
end ofa Room, while we thought her wrapt up in one of 
Horace's Odes at the other, of a ſudden I obſerv'd her 
come failing up to me, with an inſulting Smile, as who 
ſhould fay—1 laugh at all theſe ſhallow Arts then 
turn'd ſhort, and looking over her Shoulder, cry'd aloud, 
Ab! Miſer ! | 

uants Iaboras in Charybdi ? | 

Grang. Digne Puer meliore Hamm. Ah! methinks 
I ſee the imperious Huſſy in Profile, waving her ſnow 
Neck into a thouſand lovely Attitudes of Scern and 
Triumph! O the dear Vanity! Well, when all's Jaid, the 
Coxcomb's vaſtly handſome! 

Fran. I- gad! thou art the oddeſt Fellow in the World! 
to be thus capable of diverting yourſelf with your Miſ- 
treſs's Jealoufy of another Man. | 

Gran. Pſhah ! Thou'rt too refin'd a Lover; I am glad 


of any Occaſion that proves her more a Woman, than ſhe 
ſt, imagines. 


le Fran. But pray, Sir, upon what foot did you ſtand with 
t⸗ her before you went to France? | | 
r- Gran. O i I never pretended to more than a P latonick 


122 I faw, at firſt View, ſhe was inacceſſible by 
Ve. | | 

Fran. Yet, fince you were reſolv'd to purſue her, how 
came you to think of rambling to Paris? | 

Gran. Why, the laſt time I ſaw her, ſhe grew ſo fan- 
taſtically jealous of my regarding her more as a Wo- 
man, than an intellectual Being, that my Patience was 
half tir d; and having, at that time, an Appointment 
with ſome idle Company to make a Trip to Paris, I ſlily 
took that Occaſion, and told her, if I threw myſelf into 
a voluntary Baniſhment from her Perſon, I hoped ſhe 
would then be conyinc'd, I had no other Views of Happi- 


neſs, than what her Letters might, ev'n in Abſence, as 
We P B 3 well 


6 The REFUSAL; or, 
well gratify, from the Charms of her Underſtanding, 
Fran. Moſt ſolemnly impudent ! ö 
Gran. In ſhort, her Vanity was ſo blind to the Banter, 
that ſhe inſiſted upon my going, and made me a conditio- 
nal Pro miſe of anſwering all my Letters; in which I 
have flatter d her romantick Folly to that degree, that, in 
her laſt, ſhe confeſſes an entire Satisfaction in the Inno- 
cent Dignity of my Inclinations (as ſhe ſtiles it) and there- 
fore thinks herſelf bound in Gratitude to recall me from 
Exile: which gracious Boon (being heartily tired at Pa- 
ris) I am nowarriv'd to accept of. | 
Fran. The merrieſt Amour that ever was! Well! and 
why don't you viſit her? | 
Grau. O! I do all things by Rule——not till ſhe has 
din'd 3 for our Great Eugliſb Philoſopher, my Lord Ba- 
con, tells you, that then the Mind is generally moſt 
ductile. 
Frau. Wiſely conſider d. | 
Gran. Beſides, I want to have a little Talk firſt with 
the old Gentleman her Father. 
Fran. Sir Gilbert! If I don't miſtake, yonder he comes 
Gran. Where, prithee ? 

Fan. There, by the Bookſellers ; don't you ſee him, 

with an odd Crowd after him 

Gran. O! now I have him he's loaded with Papers 

like a Sollicitor. Fe * 

Frau. Sir, he is at this time a Man of the firſt Conſe- 

uence, and receives more Petitions every Hour, than the 
ee of Chancery in a whole Term. 
Gran. What! Is he Lord Treaſurer ? 

Fran. A much more , conſiderable Perſon, I can aſſure 

you 3 he is a Soutb-Sea Director, Sir. | 

Gran. O! I cry your mercy ! and thoſe about him, I 

preſume, are bowing for Subſcriptions. 
Fran, That's their Buſineſs, you may be ſure; but ſee, 
at laſt, he has broke from them. 

Gran. No! there's one has got him by the Sleeve again. 
Han. What if we ſhould ſland off, and obſerve a little. 
Gran. With all my Heart. | 
Sir Gilb. ¶ Io a Man at the Door. ] Prithee, be quiet, Fel- 

lew.! I tell you Vl ſend the Duke an Anſwer to-morrow 
n. Oornmg. | | 


— 


Mithin. It's very well, Sir— 


Sir 


'P, 


The Ladier Philoſophy. 7 


Sr Gilbert ſpeaks, entering with a great Parei 1 
Letters in bis Hand, and others ſtuſping bis Pockets, 
Sir Gilb. Very well! ay, ſo it is, if he gets it then 
Why? what! theſe People of Quality, ſure, think they 
do you a Favour, when they ask one——— Huh! let him 
come for it himſelf ! I am ſure I was forc'd to do ſo, at 
his Houſe, when I came for my own, and could not get 
it neither and he expects I ſhould give him 2000 J. 
only for ſending a Footman to me. Why 2 what ! Does 
his Grace think I don't know which fide my Bread's but- 
ter'd on? Let's fee ! who are theſe from. I Reads to 
WA t N : 1 imſelf. 
Gran. The old Gentleman's no blind Aer of 5 
Man of Quality, I ſee. | | 
Fran. O! Sir, he has lately taken up a mortal Aver- 
ſion to any Man that has a better Title than himſelf. 
Gran. How ſo, pray? _ e 
Fran. As he grows rich, he grows proud; and, am 
Friends, had lately a mind to be made a Lord himſelf: 
dur applying to the wrong Perſon, it ſeems, he was diſ- 
appointed; and ever ſince piques himſelf upon deſpiſing 


any Nobleman, who is not as rich as himſelf. 


Gran. Hah ! the right Plebeian Spirit of Old- England. 
But I think he's counted an honeſt Man. | 

Fran. Umh! yes! well enougk——a good fort of 4 
metcantile Conſcience ; he is punctual in Bargains, and 
expects the ſame from others: he will neither ſteal, nor 
cheat, unleſs he thinks he has the Protection of the Law: 
then indeed, as molt thriving Men do, he thinks Honour 
and Equity are chimerical Notions. | 097907 
_ Gran. That is, be bluntly profefles what other People 
practiſe with more Breeding hut let's accoſt him. 
Gran. Stay a little. | &,4 ds 

Sir Gilb. To me Friend! [ Enter a Footman, with a Letter. 
What will they never have done? | | 

Footm. Sir, my Lady Double-Chin preſents her Service, 
and ſays ſhe'll call for your Honour's Anſwer to-morrow 
morning. | 

Sir Gib. Very well; tell my Lady I'll take care to 

PI 1502 [Exit Footman. 

Be exactly out of the way when ſhe comes. 0. 
Gran. Hah! he'll keep that part of his word, I war- 


rant him. 8 
«5+ B 4 | Sir 


f 
j 
| 


The RxTUSs ALB or,” 
Sir Gilb, Let's ſee! the old Story, I fi _ [Reads.} 


Um——Un——yes, yes——only. Two Thouſand 


Huh! Does the Woman take me for a Fool? Does ſhe 
think I dont know that a Two Thouſand Subſcription is 


worth 'T'wo Thouſand Gyineas 3 and becauſe ſhe is not 
worth above Fourſcore Thouſand already, ſhe would 
have me give them to her for nothing: To a poor Re- 


lation, ſhe pretends indeed, as if ſhe loved anybody bet- 
ter than herſelf! A Drum! and a Fiddle! I'll, greaſe 
none of your fat Sows, not I 
negative Pocket=——Bleſs my Eyes! Mr. Granger 


no, no, get you into the 


Gram. Sir Gilbert, I am your moſt humble Servant. 
Sir G#lb. In troth, I am glad to fee you in England a- 
gain Mr. Fray, your humble Servant, 

Fran. Sir, your molt obedient. 


Sir Gib. Well, how goes M/iippi, Man? What ! do 


they bring their Money by Waggon-Loads to Market ftill ? 


Hay! Hah! hah! hah! 
- Gran. O] all gone, good for nothing, Sir, your South- 
Sea has brought it to watte Paper. 
Sir Gilb, Why, ay, han't we done glorious things here? 
ha !: we have found Work for the Coachmakers as well as 
they, Boy. le b 5: 2s 5 S $12 | 
Gran. Ah, Sir, in a little time we ſhall reduce thoſe, 
who kept them there, to- their Original of riding behind 
them here Kr! 

Sir Gilb. Huh! hub! you will have your Joke ſtill, I 
ſee Well! you have not ſold out, I hope. 
. Gran. Not J, faith, Sir; the old Five Thouſand lies ſn 
as it was : I don't {ee where one can move it, and — 
it; ſo even let it lie, and breed by itſelf. | 
Sir Gilb, You're right. you're right——hark you 
keepii the thing will do more ſtill, Boy. 

Gran. Sir, I am ſure it's in hands, that can make it 
do any thing. 0. 2 | 2 8 
Sir Gilb. Have you got any new Subſcription ? 
© Gran, qu know, Sir, I have been abſent, and it's 
really now grown'ſo valuable a Favour, I have not the 
Confidence to ask it, 2 
Sir Gelb; Pſhah ! prithee never talk of that, Man— 


FGran. If I thought you were not full, Sir 


Sir Gilb. Why, if I were as full as a Bumper, Sir, I'll 


put my Friends in, let who will run over for't. 


Fran. 


The Ladies Philoſophy. 9 
Fran. Sir Gilbert always doubles his Favours, by his mam 
ner of doing them. | | Fad 
Sir Gilb. Frankly, you are down for ' 5000 l. already, 
and you may depend upon every Shilling of i let 
me ſee, what have I done with my Liſt? Granger has a 
ood Eftate, and had an eye upon my eldeſt Daughter 
— he went to France; I muſt have him in, it may 
chance to bring the matter to bear. [ Afide. 
Gran. Where did you get all theſe Letters, Sir Gilbert 2 
Sir Gilb, Why, ay, this is the Trade every Morning, all 
for Subſcriptions: nay, they are ſpecial Stuff here, 
prithee, read that. 8 | 
Fran. Who is it from, Sir ? 
Sir Gilb. O ! a North-Briton, a bloody ſ quabbling Fel- 
low, who owes me a Thouſand Pound for Difference, and 
and that's his way of paying me: read it. 


Grang. [Reading.] Wuns, Sir, dee ye no tack me for a 
Man of Honor? ye need no ſend to my Ludging ſo often for 
year pimping Thouſand Pound: An ye ell be but civil a Bit, 
Iſe order the bearer, my Brocker, to mack up year Ballance : 
an if. ye wull but gea yearſell the Trouble to put bis Name intull 
year own Liſt for a Thouſand Subſcription, be'ſe pay ye aw 
down upo the Nail : But an ye wo no doe this ſmaw Jub, the 
Deel dommee, an ye e er ſe a Grote from me, as long as my 
Name is # George Blunderbuſs. 


Frank, What can you do with ſuch a Fellow, Sir? 

Sir Gilb. Do with him! why, I'Il let him have it, and 
get my Money : I had better do that, than be obliged to 
fight tor't, or give it the Lawyers. 

Fran. Nay, that's true too. 

Sir Gilb. Here's another now, from one of my Wife's 
hopeful Relations, an extravagant Puppy, that has rat- 
tled a gilt Chariot to pieces babe it was paid for but 
he'll die in Jail. 

Fran. | Reading.] Dear Knight. 
I ſee he's familiar. 
Sir Gilb. Nay, it's all of a piece. 


Fran. Not to mince the matter yeſterday, at Marybone 
they bad me all Bob as a Robin: Tr A keing out of my 
Money, I was forced to come the Caſter, and tumbled for 
Five Hundred dead: Beſides which, I owe Crop the Lender a 

| Brace, 


ꝓ—— - —— — — as 
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Brace, and if I have a ſingle Simon 10. pay bim, rot me: 
But the queer Coll promiſes to advance me tother: three, and 
bring me home, provided yon will let him ſneak into your Liſt 
for a coe Thouſand. Ton know it's a Debt of Honour in me, 
aud will ceſt you nothing. | Tours in baſte, Robert Rattle. 


Fran. Thetiyle is extraordinary. 

Gran. And his Motives irreſiſtible. 

Sir Gul Nay; I have them from all Nations, here's 
one now from an #iſp Relation of my own. re 
Fran. O! pray let's ſee. o 

Sir Gill. There. lobe 
| - {Frankly reads. 
Loving Couſin, and my dear Lite, | 

Eber it only my Brother Patric k, and tat is two of us: And 
becauſe we would have a graate Reſpe# for our Relations, we 
are come poſht from "Tipperary, with a loving Deſign to put 
betbhour Families upon one anoder. And though we have no 

qu#/ntance with your . bragve Daughters, we ſaw them 
yeſterday at the Cathedral-Church, and find they vil fharave 
1 vel enourh. And to ſhew our ſhincere Aﬀeftions, we vil 
taaſte dem vidout never a Peny of Money; only as a ſmaal 
Token of Shivility upon your Side, we deſrer the Fagvour of 
both of us each Ten Touſand in dis ſanne neu Subſcription : 
And becauſe in our haſte ſome of our Cloaths and Bills of Ex- 
chaange were forgot, pridee be ſo graateful as to ſend us two 
Score Pounds, to put us into ſome Worſhip for the mean time. 
So dis was all from, my dear Life, © © Ann 
1 4 Tour bumble Sarvant, 
And loving Relation, 


Owen Mac-Ogle. 
15 py | 2 


Frag. A vety modeſt Epiſtle, truly Son 
Sir Gitb. Of here's my Lift-——now Mr. Granger we'll 
ſee what we can do for you——hold ! here are ſome Peo- 

le that have no Buſineſs here, I 'am- ſure——ay, here! 
Nees Dr. Bullanbear——— One Thouſand— hy, ay — 
I was forced to put him down t& get rid of him: The 
Man has no Conſcience : Don't I know he is in every 
Court. Liſt under'a ſham Name indeed, Domine Doctor, 
you can't be here. [ ccratebes bim ont. 
Then here's another Favourite of my Wife's too 
Sign ior Co poni da cap. TWO Thouſand What | be- 


cauſe 


BW. 


x 
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cauſe he can get as much for a Song, does he think to 
have it for whiſtling too Huh! hub! huh ! nor Itroth! 
I am not for ſending our Money into Popiſh Countries. 


|  [Blats him out. 

Fran. Rightly confider'd, Sir. ud 
Sir Gilb, par; ſee, who's next Sir James Baker Kt. 
One Thouſand. | 


Gran. Who's he, Sir ? 

Sir Gilb. O! a very ingenious Perſon, he's well known 
at Court, he muſt ftand 3 beſides, I believe we ſhall 
employ him in our Spaniſb Trade O here we can ſpare 

| * ns believe Sir Iſaac Bickerftaff Knight, One 
b ould . - - — | 
C6 Fran, What ! the fam'd Cenſor of Great Brita: 
1 Sir Gilb. No, no; he was a very honeſt pleaſant Fellow, 
this is only 2 Relation——a mere Whitafical, that will 
draw Nobody's way but his own, and isalways wiſer than 
his Betters: I don't underſtand that fort of Wiſdom, 
that's for doing good to every body but himſelf 3 let thoſe 
liſt him that like him, he ſhall ride in no Troop of mine, ' * 
Odſheartlikins! | [ blots him. 
Gran. How he damns them with a Daſh, like a pro- 
ſcribing Triumvir? * 1 
Sir Gilb. Let's ſee, I would feign have another for you 
O! here! William Penkethman One Thouſand. Hah ! a 
very pretty Fellow truly; what ! give a Thouſand Pound 
to a Player hy it's enough to turn his Brain; we ſhall 
have him grow proud, and quit the Stage upon it: No, 
no, keep him poor, and let him mind his Buſineſs; if the 
Puppy leaves off playing the Fool, he's undone. No, 
no, I won't hurt the Stage, my Wife loves Plays; and 
whenever ſhe's there, I am ſure of three hours Quiet at 
home.——[ Blots, &c.] Let's ſee 3 one, three, four, ſive, 
ay, juſt Frankly's Sum here's Five Thouſand for you, 
Mr. Granger, with a wet Finger. | ; 
Grang. Sir, I ſhall ever be in your Debt. 
Sir Gilb. Pooh! you owe me nothing. 
Fran. You have the Happineſs of this Life, Sir Gilbert, 
the power of obliging all about you. ad 
Sir Gilb. O! Mr. Frankly! Money won't do every 
thing, Lam uneaſyat home for all this. 27203 
* Is that poſſible, Sir? while you have ſo fine a 
} 4 * 


Sir 
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Sir Gill. Ay, ay, you are her Favourite, and have 
Learning enough to underſtand her; but—ſhe is too wiſe, 
and too willful for me. 

. Fran. O! Sir, Learning's a fine Accompliſhment in a 
Sir Gilb. Ay, it's no matter for that, ſhe's a great 
— to me: Not but my Lord Biſhop her Uncle was a 
mighty good Man; ſhe lived all along with him; I took 
her upon his word: twas he made her a Scholar; I 
thought her a Miracle Before I had her, I us'd to go 
and hear her talk Latin with him an Hour together, and 
there III play'd the Fool——1 was wrong, I wrong— 
I ſhould not have married again and yet I was ſo fond 
of her Parts, I begg'd him to give my eldeſt Daughter 
the ſame fine Education, and 42 did but to tell you 
the truth, I believe both their Heads are turn d. 

' Gran. A good Husband, Sir, would fet your Daughter 
right, I warrant you. | 
Sir Gilb. He muſt come out of the Clouds then, for 


© ſhe thinks no mortal Man can deſerve her: what think 
you, Mr. Frankly, you had ſoon enough of her ? F 


Fran. I think ſtill, ſhe may deſerve any mortal Man, 
1 : | 
—Grang. I can't boaſt of my Merit, Sir Gilbert; but I 
wiſh you would give me leave to take my Chance with 
og | | 
Sir Gib. Will you dine with me? 

Gran. Sir, you ſhall not ask me twice 

Sir Gilb. And you, Mr. Franklyz ); 

Fan. Thank you, Sir, I have had the Honour of my 
Lady's Invitation before I came out. | 

Sir Gilb. O! then, pray don't fail; for when you ar 


there, ſhe's always in Humour. 


Gran. I hope, Sir, we ſhall have the Happineſs of the 
young Lady's Company too. 8 
Sir Gilb. Ay, ay after Dinner T'll talk with you. 
Fran. Not forgetting your fair Favourite, Charlotte, Sir! 
Sir Gilb. Look vou, Mr. Frankly, I underſtand you; you 
have a mind to my Daughter Charlotte, and I have of- 
ten told you, I have no Tasegcene to you; and there- 
fore you may well wonder why [ yet ſcruple my Conſent. 
Fran. You have a Right to refuſe it, no doubt, Sir; 
but, I hope, you can't blame me for asking it. 


18 Sir 
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Sir Gilb. In troth, P and I wiſh you had it with 
all my heart: But ſo it is—there' s no. Comfort ſure in 
this Life: for though by this glorious State of our Stocks, 
I have rais'd my poor fingle Plumb to a Pomgranet; ye! 
if they had not 4 =_ ſo high, J and I, Mr. Frauk- 
ly, might poſfibly have been bot r *. * 
we are. 6 

Fran. How ſo, Sir? 

Sir Gilb. Why at the Price it now is, 1 am under Con- 
tract to give one of the greateſt Coxcombs upon Earth 
3 of marrying which * my Daughters * 

leales. 
N Gran. Hey-day! What is Marriage a Bubble too if Aide. 

Sir Gilb. Nay, and am bound in Honour even to ſpeak 
a good word for him : You know young Miiling. No 
| | Fra I could have gueſs'd your Coxcnyinty Sir; but, I 

„ be has not yet named the Lady. 
ir Gilb. Not directly, but I gueſs his Iriclidations 3 and 
expe, every hour, to have him 1 his n 13 n 
Conſent according to Form. 

Fran. Is this poiſible? | 

Gran. Sir, if he ſhould happen to o name / Sypbronia, will 
you give me leave to drub him out of his Contract? 
Sir Gb. By no means, Credit's a nice point; and Peo- 
ple won't ſuppoſe that would be done without my Cunni- 
vance: beſide, I believe Sophronia' s in no danger. But 
becauſe one can be ſure of nothing, — I de- 
mand both your Words of Honour, that for 1 you 
will neither of you-uſe any Acts of Hoſtility. 

Fran, Sir, in this Cafe you have a Right to command 
us. 

Sir Gilb. Your Hands upon't. 

Both, And our Words of Honour. r 

Sir Gilb, J am ſatisfied If we can find A way. to 
out-wit him—ſc——if not Odſo] here he comes; 
I beg your pardon, Gentlemen; but I won't be in 
way till I cannot help it. Hum! hum! [Exit Sr Gilb. 

Gran, A very odd Circumſtance. 20 

Fran. I am afraid there is ſomething in it; and 
to think now, my Friend Witling (in his Raillery yeſter 5 
with Charlotte) knew what he ſaid himſelf, tho he: * 
not care whether any body elſe did. 

Gran. Sure! it cannot be real; [ r wok Wi in 
for a Beggar, 


"Dos 
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Fran. 80 he was, or very near it, ſome Months 2903 
bt Gnee Förtäne has been ptayiag het Tricks here, "The 
has rewarded _ Merit, it Aer h With about an Hundred 
Thouſand Pound out of Cha ge- Alley, 

Gran. Nay, then he may be dangerous indeed; 

Fan. 1 long to know the bottom of it. 

Gran. That you can't fail of, for you know he's vain 
and familiar; 5 and here he comes. 


Emer Witling. 


Wie. Hakl my | lietle Granger! How doſt thou do, 
Child ? Where the Devil haſt thou been this A 
What's the reaſon you never come among us? Beal / 
give me thy little Finger, my Dear. 

Gran. Thou art a very impudent Fellow, Wiling. 02 
' Wa. Ay, irs no matter for that; thou art a pleaſant 
one, I am ſure : for thou always mak'# us laugh? 

\ Fran.” Ula ho the Devil doſt thou mean by Us, now? 

Mu. Why, your 2 75 tty Fellows, my Dear, Bags 
Frans, our Men of Wit and /Þ'afte, Child. 

Gran. I know very few of thoſe ; but I come. "Gotta a 

| Country, Sir, where balf che Nation are juſt ſuch rau 
ih Fellows as thou art. 

1 Mi. Hah! e be a denfans Place indeed! What 
1 aaf thou come from Paradiſe, Child? Ha! ha! ba! 

| | | Fran. Don't you'know he's juſt come from France, Sir 
| | - Wit. You jeſt! 


11 Gram W a you FRY Withivg, our v 
"wh * — . — a Fool's Paradiſe. n cir 
1 ir. O] you pleaſant Cur! what? Paris, 151 on Diis, 
1 or Paradiſe. Ha! I wiſh I had been with you; 1 am fure 
| you would have thought it Paradiſe then. 
Gran. Nay, now he's fairly in. | 
| Vin Tis impoſſible to be out ont, Sir, in your Com- 
11 pany; wherever you are, it's a] ways Paradiſe to me, de- 
Me Ha! ha! 

Hun. Faith, Granger, there I r he came up with 


| you 
ih Gun. Nay, ay; ie the Rogue has Monoy, wo muſt of 
0 courfo;allow Af W, but Þ think he's one of your 
Laugh ones: hendbes not only ſind the Jeſt, but the 
too. 
it, Ay4 and to hear thee talk, Child, bow i is it 
ble to want either? Ha! ha! | r pot 
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Fran, Good again! Well ſaid r — 
as ſhapp de da 2 
Wit. As a Glover $ Needle, my Dear; & always Hon it 
into your Leather-heads with three Edges: Ha! bal! 
Gran. Prithee, Witling, does not thy Aſſurance fome- 
times meet with a Repartce, that only lights ape the 
Outſide of thy Head. 0 5 
Hit. O! your Servant, Sir: What! now your rue $ 
gone, you would neck me down witty the But-end, 
would you? Ha! it's very well, Sir; I ha' done, Gir 
L ha” done: I ſee it's a Folly to draw =_ apa. Wea 
that has no Aﬀets. 2 
Grau. And to do it upon a Man, le ef 
thine in his hands, is the [ mpudence of 4 Bankrupt. U 
Mit. Pſhah! a meer Flaſh in the Pan Well t well 
it's all over——Come, come, a Trude, I 1. I, ha 
5¹ I beg pardon. 129 
Gran. Why, then yan Rogu et thy 1Good nature "hab 
more Impudenae thapit Wir: Doſt. thou I b can 
ever. take any, thang; -11; thee ?- | (1 ub 
Mit. Pſhah | fy if What doit thou'talk, Man:?: Why 
know thou — not live without me: Daſt think Bont 
know how to make Allowances? Tho, if I have tao much 
Wit, and thou haſt tos little, how the Devil nn 
of us help it, you kn? Ha! hal! : voll Ne ut 
Fran. Ha! ha! Dm; Widing | is not to bs put out of 
bo. % N 
Gran. No, faith, Wa of 3 114 
Init. Nat I, Faith, my Friend and a Man of Tarn 
may. ſay any thing ta me Not: but. F-ſee by his Hu 
mour, ſomething has gone wrong I hold, 92 to four 
now, thou haſt been crabb'd at Faris in the Miſiiph. 
Gran, Not I, Faith, Sir; I would ng more put iny Ma 
ney into the Stocks there, than my Legs- into the Stocks 
There's no gerting home againy. when yow huve 2 
wind. to it. 
Wit. Hah! very good! but prithee tell us: Whao! i 1 
the — as pleaſant as our Change: Alley here? 
Gran. Much the ſame Comedy, Sir; where ona 
Men are only Spettators, and laugh to ſee Fools make 
- their Fortune. 
Wit. Ay, but there we differ, Sir; for. there ate Man 
of, Wit too, that have made their Fortunes _——— to 
"P — | 


1 
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Gran. Very likely, Sir; when Fools are fluſh of Mo- 
ney, Men of Wit won't be long without it: I hear you" 
have been fortunate, Sir. TOOLS BO NL. 
Wit. Humh! I-gad, I don't know whether he calls me 
a Wit or a Fool. ir go! er 
. Gran. O fy! every body knows you have 4 great deal 
of Money. bea ye 0 bh 
Fran. And I don't know any Man pretends to more Wit. 
Wit. Nay, that's true too: bu. gad I believe he 
has me. Lie, teren BN! 
Gran. But, prithee; Witling, how came a Man of thy 
Parts ever to think of raiſing thy Fortune in Change-Alley ? 
How didſt thou make all this Money thou art maſter of? 
Wit. Why, as other Men of Wit and Parts often do; 
by having little or nothing to loſe: I rais d my Fortune 
Sir, as Mio lifted the Bull, by ſticking to it every day, 
when twas but a Calf. I ſous d them with Premiums, 
Child, and laid them on thick when the Stock was low; 
and did it all from a Braſs Nail, Boy. In ſhort, by being 
dirty once a day for a few Months, taking a Lodging at 
my Broker's, and riſing at the ſame Hour I uſed to go 
to bed at this end of the Town ; I have at laſt made up 
my Accounts: and now wake every Morning Maſter of 
Five-and-Twenty Hundred a Year, Terra Firma, and Pelf 
in my Pocket, Boy: I have Fun in my Fob befide, Chil 
Gran. And all this out of Change-Alleyz  - 
"340 Wit. Every Shiliing, Sir; all out of Stocks, Putts, 
Bulls, Rams, Bears, and Bubbles. 
Gran. Theſe Frolicks of Fortune do ſome Juſtice at 
leaſt; they ſufficiently mortify the Proud and Envious, 
that have not been the better for them. l 
Fran. O! I know ſome are ready to burſt even at the 
Good Fortune of their own Relations. ed) 
Mit. I-gad, and ſo do I; there's that ſurly Put, my Un- 


* 


cle the Counſelor, won't pull off his Hat to me now- 
A poor ſlaving Cur, that is not worth above a Thouſand 
2 Year, and minds nothing but his Buſineſ— ) 
Fran. And ſo is out of humour with you, becauſe you 
have 2 * in a Twelvemonth, that he has been 
drudgin theſe twenty Years? 5 27110 
Wi. Bur I 1 ſend him word, if he does not 
mend his Manners, now I ſhall diſinherit him. 
Sran. What are we to think of this, Frankly? Is For- 
tune really in her Wits, or is the World out — 
| ran. 
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Fran, Much as it uſed to be 3 ſhe has only found a new 
Channel for her Tides of Favour. 

Wir. Prithee why doſt not come into the Alley, and ſee 
us ſcramble for *. If you have a mind to philoſo- 
phize, there there's Work for your Speculations! I. 
gad! I never go there, but it puts me in mind of the Po- 
etical Regions of Death, where all Mankind are upon a 
level: There you'll ſee a Duke dangling after a Di- 
rector; here a Peer and a Prentice haggling for an 
Eighth : there a Jew and a Parſon making up Differences 
here! a young Woman of Quality buying Bears of a 
Quaker; and there an old one ſelling Refulals to a Lieu- 


tenant of Grenadiers. | 
Fran. What a Medley of Mortals has he jumbled to- 


gether? * 
Wit. O! there's no ſuch Fun in the Univerſe! Lgad! 
there's no getting away: Periſh me! if I have had time 
to ſee my Miſtreſs, but of a Sunday, theſe three Months. 
Gran. Thy Miſtreſs! What doit thou mean? Thou 
ſpeakſt as if thou hadſt but one. | 

Wit. Why no more I have not, that I care a Farthing 
for: I may, perhaps, have a Stable of Scrubs, to mount 
my Footmen when I rattle.into Town, or ſo; but this is 
a Choice Pad, Child, that I defign for my own Riding. 

Fran, Prithee, who is ſhe? _ | uf 

Mit. I'Il ſhew you, my Dear-—I think I have her here 
in my Pocket. | 4 | 

Gran. What doſt thou mean ? 

Wit. Look you, I know. you are my Friends; and there- 
fore, fince L am ſure it's in nobody's power to hurt me, 
I'll venture to truſt you There! that's Wheo, Child. 

ge [Shews a Paper, 


Fran. What's here? * 
Reads. 
To Sir Gilbert Wrangle : 

Er, according to your Contra# of the 11th of February Jaſt, 
I now make my. Election of your younger Daughter, Mrs, Char- 
lotte Wrangle; and do bereby demand gour Conſent, to be 
forthwith join'd to the ſaid Charlotte ir: the ſober State of Ma- 
trimony. Witneſs my Hand, &c. William Witling. 


SS What a merry World do we live in? 
Gran. This indeed is extraordinary- 


3 me. 
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Wit. I think ſo: I'll aſſure you, Gentlemen, I take 
this to be the Couß de Maitre of the whole Alley: This is 
a Call now, that none of your thick-skull'd Calculators 
could ever have thought on. 

Gran. Well, Sir; and does this Contract ſecure the 
Lady's Fortune to you too? | | 

Wit. O! Pox! I knew that was all Rug before: He 
had ſettled Three 'Thouſand a-piece upon "them in the 
South-Sea, when it was only about Par, provided they mar- 
ried with his Conſent, which by this Contract you know 
I have a Right to——5So there's another Thirty Thouſand 
dead, my Dear. #1910, bs 

Fran. Bur pray, Sir, has not_ the Lady herſelf a Right 
of Refuſal, as well as you, all-this while ? 

Wit. A Right! a, who doubts it? Every Woman has 
a Right to be a Fool, if The bas a mind to it, that's cer- 
tain : But ¶barlotte happens to be a Girl of Taſte, my 
Dear; ſhe is none of thoſe Fools, that will ſtand in her 
own light, I can tell vou. 1 

Fran. Well, but do you expect ſhe ſhould blindly con- 
ſent to your Bargain? ORE oo...” ES. 2 

Wit. Blindly! No, Child: But doſt thou imagine any 
Citizen's Daughter can refuſe'a Man of my Figure and 
Fortune, with her Eyes open? e 


Grau. Impudent Rogue. 0 Tue. 
Jr © Nas 1 a ecutity's good, Sir: But I 
mean, you have {ill left her Conſent at large in the 


F - K 

Wit. Her Conſent! didſt thou think I minded that, 
Man? I know, if the Stock did but whip up, I ſhould 
make no more of her, than a poach'd' Egg But to let 
you into the Secret, my Dear, I am ſecure of that alrea- 
dy; for the Slut's in love with me, and does not know it: 


- Ha, 06, 106. 


Fran. How came you to know it then? 


- * 


Mit. By her ridiculous pretending to hate me, Child: 
for we never meet, but it's a mortal War; and never part, | 
till one of us is rallied to death: Ha, ha! | 
Fran. Nay, then it muſt be a Match; for I ſee you are 
refolv'd to take no Anſwer. Om | 

Wit. Not I, Faith! I know her Play too well for that! 
In ſhort, I am this very Eyening to attack her in form; 
and to ſhew you I am a Man of Skill, I intend to make 


my. firſt Breach from a Battery of Halian Muſick, in 


which 
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which I deſign to fing my own Io Pæan, and enter the 
Town in Triumph. . 

Fran. Lou are not going to her now? | 

Wit. No, no, I mult firſt go and give the Govetnour my 
Summons here: I muſt find out Sir Gilbert; he's here- 
abouts: I long to make him growl a little; for I know 
he'll fire, when he reads it; as if it were a Hire Facias a- 
gainſt the Company's Charter. Ha, ha! [Exit Wit. 

Fran. When all's ſaid, this Fellow ſeems to feel his 
Fortune more than moſt of the Fools that have been 
lately taken into her Favour. 

Gran. Pox on him! I had rather have his Conſtitution, 
than his Money : Prithee let's follow, and ſee how the 
old Gentleman receives him. | 
Fran. Ne=excuſe me; I can't reſt till I ſee Charlotte 
You know my Affairs now require Attendance. : _, 

Gran, That's true; I beg you take no notice to Sophro- 
nia of my being in Town: I have my Reaſons for it. 

Fran. Very well; we ſhall meet at Dinner, ——Adieus , 


7 


1 * 


oy 


| , | [Exeunt ſeverally. 
SSOSAEGSEOSSSSSESS SES SGS 
2 8 5 2 5 N 


x bo. An 
The SCENE Sir Gilbert's Houſe. 


Sophronia and Charlotte. 


A! ha! ha! wei aca 
' Gophb. Dear Siſter, don't be ſo boiſterc 
in your Mirth : You really overpower me 
* Win So Ry Vociferation * inſupportable. | 
_ Char. Well, well! 1 our pardon— But you know 
Laughing is the Wheleſenel thing in the World and 
when one has a hearty Occafion—— 8 
Soph. To be vulgar you are reſolv d to appeir ſo. 8 
Char.” O! I cannot help it, I love it dearly; and pray, 
where's the harm of it ? 


C + Spb. 


— 
—— — — — 2 — 
. 
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Spb. Look you, Siſter, I grant you, that Riſibility is 
only given to the Animal Rationale; but you really in- 
dulge it, as if you could give no orher Proof of your 
Species. | W | . 
© Char. And if I were to come into your Sentiments, dear 
Siſter, I am afraid the World would think I were of no 
Species at all. . = . 
Sopb. The World, Siſter, is a Generation of Ignorants : 
And for my part, I am reſolv'd to do what in me lies to 

t an end to Poſterity. | | 
Char. Why you don't deſpair of a Man, I hope. 

Soph. No 3 but I will have all Mankind deſpair of me. 

bar. You'll poſitively die a Maid? 3 
Spb. Lou, perhaps, may think that, dying a Martyr ; 
but I ſhall not die a Brute, depend upon't. | 
N _ Nay, I don't think you'll die either, if you can 

"A: n 
| ooh What do you mean, Madam ? | 

ar. Only, Madam, that you are a Woman, and may 


happen to change your Mind; that's all. 


Soph. A Woman! that's ſo like your ordinary way of 


thinking; as if Souls had any Sexes—Nc—when I 


die, Madam, I ſhall endeavour to leave ſuch Sentiments 
behind me, that (non omnis moriar) the World will 


be convinced my purer Part had no Sex at all. 


Char. Why truly, it will be hard to imagine, that any 


one of our Sex could make ſuch a Reſolution; though [ 


hope we are not bound to keep all we make neither. 

Spb. You'll find, Madam, that an elevated Soul may 
be always maſter of its periſhable Part. : 

Char. But dear Madam, do you ſuppoſe our Souls are 
cramm'd into our Bodies merely to 1 1 that a vir- 
tuous Woman is only ſent hither of a Fool's Errand? 
What's the Uſe of our coming into the World, if we are 
to go out of it, and leave nobody behind us? | 

wot. If our Species can be only ſupported by thoſe 
groſs 


+ 


Mixtures, of which Cookmaids and Footmen are 


capable, People of Rank and Erudition ought certainly 


to deteſt them. O! what pity tis the Divine Secret 
ſhould be loſt! I have ſomewhere read of an antient 
Naturaliſt, whoſe laborious Studies had diſcover'd a more 
innocent way of Propagation 3 but, it ſeems, his Tablets 
unfortunately falling into his Wife's hands, the groſs Crea- 
ture threw them into the Fire. "rs 8 
ar. 
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-Char. Indeed, my dear Siſter, if you talk thus in Com- 
pany, People will take you for a Madwoman. 

ph. I ſhall be even with them, and think thoſe mad, 
that differ from my Opinion. 

Char. But I rather hope the World will be ſo charita 
ble, as to think this is not your real Opinion. | 

Spb. I ſhall wonder at nothing that's ſaid or thought by 
People of your ſullied Imagination. | {os 

Char. Sullied ! I would have you to know, Madam, I 
think of nothing but what's decent and natural. 

Soph. Don't be too poſitive, Nature has its Indecencies. 

Char. That may be; but I don't think of them. 

Sph. No! Did not you own to me juſt now, you were 
determin'd to marry ? 5 

Char. Well! and where's the Crime, pray? 

Soph. What! you want to have me explain? But I ſhall 

not defile my Imagination with ſuch groſs Ideas. 
Char. But, dear Madam, if Marriage were ſuch an a- 
bominable Buſineſs, how comes it that all the World al- 
lows it to be honourable ? And I hope you won't expect 
me to be wiſer than any of my Anceitors, by thinking 
the contrary ? 

Sph. No; but if you will read Hiſtory, Siſter, you 
will find, that the Subjects of the greateſt Empire upon 
Earth were only propagated from violated Chaſtity : The 
Sabine Ladies were Waves, tis true, but glorious raviſh'd 
Wives. Vanquiſh'd they were indeed, but they ſurrender'd 
not: They ſcream'd, and cry'd, and tore, and as far as their 
weak Limbs would give them leave, reſiſted and aþhor'd 
the odious Jo | 
_ Char, And yet, for all that Niceneſs, they brought a 
chopping Race of Rakes, that bullied the whole World: 
about them. 

Spb, The greater ſtill their Glory, that though they 
were naturally Prolifick, their Reſiſtance proved they 
were not Slaves to Apperite. | 

Char. Ah! Siſter, if the Romans had not been ſo ſharp . 
ſet, rhe glorious Reſiſtance of theſe fine Ladies might 
have been all turn'd inte Coquettry. _ 

Soph. There's the Secret, Siſter: Had our modern 
Dames but the true Sabine Spirit of Diſdain, Mankind 
might be again reduced to thoſe old Roman Extremities 5 
and our ſhameleſs Brides would not then be led, but 


dragg'd to the Altar; their Sponſalia not call'd a 1age 
4 | 7 3 
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but a Sacrifice: And the conquer'd Beauty, not the Bri- 
dal Virgin, but the Victim. 

Char. O ridiculous! And fo you would have no Woman 
marry d, that were not firſt ravifh'd, according to Law? 
 _ Gopb. I would have Mankind owe their Conqueſt of us 

rather to the Weakneſs of our Limbs, than of our Souls. 
And if defenceleſs Women muſt be Mothers, the Bruta- 
lity at leaſt ſhould lie all at their door. 

Char. Have a care of this Over-Niceneſs, dear Siſter, 
leſt ſome agreeable young Fellow ſhould ſeduce you to 
the Confuſion of parting with it. You'd make a moſt 
rueful Figure in Love! 

Spb. Siſter, you make me ſhudder at your Freedom! I 
in love! I admit a Man! What! become the voluntary, 
the lawful Object of a corporeal Senſuality! Like you! 
to "7 rn myſelf a Tyrant! a Deſpoiler! a Husband ! 
Ugh! | . 

Char. I am afraid, by this Diſorder of your Thoughts, 
dear Siſter, you have got one in your Head, that you don't 
know how to get rid of. ECT. | 

h ys. I have, indeed; but it's only the Male- Creature 
that you have a mind to. 

Char. Why, that's poſſib le too; for I bave often obſerv'd 
you uneaſy at Mr. Frankly's being particular to me. 
Spb. If J am, tis upon your account, becauſe I know 
he impoſes upon you. 

Cbar. You . e 
Spb. I know his Heart, and that another is Miſtreſs 
It | 


| Char, Another! 

Spb. Another, but one that to my knowledge will ne- 
ver hear of him; ſo don't be uneaſy, dear Siſter, all in 
my power you may be aſſur'd of. 

Char. Surprizingly kind indeed! 

Spb. And you know too I have a great deal in my In- 
chnation—— '__ Wy” 

Char. For me or him, dear Siſter ? 

Spb. Nay, now you won't ſuffer me to oblige you. | 
tell you, I hate the Animal, and for half a good word 
— give him away ep 

Char. What! before you have him? | 

Soph. This affected ignorance is ſo yain, dear Sifter, 
that T now think it high time to explain to you. 


Ghar: Thep we ſhall underftgnd one another, 


Sofb. 
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Soph, You don't know, perhaps, that Mr. Frankly is paſ- 


fionately in love with me! 
Char. I know, upon his treating with my Father, his 


Lawyer once made you ſome Offers. / 

Soph. Why then you may know too, that upon my 
flighting thoſe Offers, he fell immediately into a violent 
Deſpair, 1 

Char. I did not hear of its Violence. 

Soph. So violent, that he has never ſince dar'd t 
his Lips to me about it; but to revenge the ſecret Pains 
I gave him, has made his publick Addreſſes to you. 

Char. Indeed, Siſter, you ſurprize me; and tis hard to 

lay, that Men impoſe more upon us, than we upon our- 
elves. 755 * 

Spb. Therefore by what I have told you, you may now 
be convinc'd he is falſe to you. 

Char. But is there a neceſſity, my dear Sopbronia, that I 
muſt rather believe you than him? Ha! ha! ha! | 

Spb. How, Madam! Have you the Confidence to we 
ſtion my Veracity, by ſuppoſing me capable of an En- 
deavour to deceive you? | | 

Char. No hard Words, dear Siſter j I only ſuppoſe you 
as capable of deceiving yourſelf, as I am. | 

S$:ph. Oh! mighty probable indeed! You are a Perſon 
of infinite Penetration! Your Studies have open'd to you 
the utmoſt Receſſes of Human Nature: But let me tell 

ou, Siſter, that Vanity is the only Fruit of Toilet-Lucu- 
| #9" cy I deceive myſelf: Ha! ha! ha! 

Char. One of us certainly does! Ha! ha! 

2 There I agree with you. Ha! ha! 

Char. Till I am better convinc'd then on which fide the 
— 8 lies, give me leave to laugh in my turn, dear 
Siſter. 

Spb. O! by all means, ſweet Madam! Ha! ha! 

both. Ha! ha! ha! 

Char. O! here's Mamma, ſhe perhaps may decide the 
Queſtion. Ha! ha! 


Enter Lady Wrangle. a 


L. Wrang. So, Mrs. Charlotte / what wonderful Nothing, 
pray, may be the Subject of this mighty Merriment? 

Soph. Nothing indeed, Madam, or what's next to no- 
thing; a Man, it ſcems. Ha! ha! 


C4 L. Vr. 
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L. r. Charlotte, wilt thou never have any thing elſe in 

thy Head? n 

Char. I was in hopes, nothing, that was in my Siſter's 

Head, would be a Crime in mine, Madam. 

I. Vr. Your Siſter's! What? How? Who is it you are 
laughing at? | N 

Char. Only one another, Madam; but perhaps your 
Ladyſhip may laugh at us þoth: for, it ſeems, my Siſter 
and I both inſiſt, that Mr. Frankly is poſitively in love but 
with one us. | | 2 

L. Vr. Who, Child: 

Soph. Mr. Frankly, Madam. FRE 

L. Wr. Mr. Frankly in love with one of you! 

Sopb. Ay, Madam; but it ſeems we both take him to 
ourſelves. 8 ; 

L. Vr. Then Charlotte was in the right in one Point. 

Spb, In what, dear Madam? 

L. Vr. Why, that for the ſame reaſon you have been 
laughing at one another, I muſt humbly beg leave to 
laugh at you both Ha! ha! | 

Char. $0! This is rare Sport. © "'[ Hfeae. 
L. Vr. But pray, Ladies, how long has the Chimzra of 
this Gentleman's Paſſion for you been in either of your 
Heads? | 

Sopb. Nay, Madam, not that I value the Conqueſt, but 
your. Ladyſhip knows he once treated with my Father 
upon my account. | 

L. Vr. T know he. made that his Pretence to get ac- 
quainted in the Family. 

Soph. Perhaps, Madam, I have more coercive Reaſons, 
* 5 not concern d enough at preſent to inſiſt upon the ir 
Validity. We, COPEL © 4 | 

L. 2 ee you have Prudence. [Soph. walks by, 
and reads] But what have you to urge, ſweet Lady? How 
came this Gentleman into your Head, pray? 

Char. Really, Madam, I can't well ſay how he got in, 
but there he is, that's certain: What will be able to get 
him out again, Heaven knows. 

L. Vr. Oh! I'Il inform you then; / think no more of 
him than he thinks of you, and I'll anſwer for your Cure. 
Ha! ha! ha! . e 2494 | LF 
- Char. I ſhall follow your Preſcription, Madam, when 
I am once ſure how little he thinks of me. | 


L. r. 


—— 
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L. r. Then judge of that, when I aſſure you, that his 
Heart is utterly and ſolely given 1 * 

Soph. Well! I did not think my Lady had been capable 
of ſo much Weakneſs. Aſide. 

Char. How! to you, Madam? How is that poſſible, un- 
leſs he makes you di ſhonourable Offers? 

L. M. There's no occaſion to ſuppoſe that neither; 
there are Paſſions you have no Notion of: He knows my 
Virtue is impregnable; but tha. preſerves hint mine. 

Char. Nay, this does puzzle me indeed, Madam. 
Sopb. If you had ever read Plato, Siſter, you might have 
known, that Paſſions of the greateſt Dignity have not their 
Source from Veins and Arteries. 

L. Vr. Sopbronia, give me leave to judge of that; per- 
haps I don't inſiſt that he is utterly Platonick neither: The 
Manſion of the Soul may have its Attractions too; he is 
as yet but Udum, C Molle Lutum and may take what 
Form I pleaſe to give him. 

Char. Well, Madam, fince I ſee he is ſo utterly at your 
Ladyſhip's Diſpoſal, and that tis impoſſible your Virtue 
can make any uſe of him in my vulgar way; ſhall I beg 
your good Word to my Father, only to make me Miſtreſs 
of his mortal Part? 

L. Vr. Heavens! what will this World come to? This 
Creature has ſcarce been two years from School, and yet 
is impatient for a Husband? No, Madam, you are too 
young; as yet but——Cruda Marito, Your Education is 
not yet finiſh'd; firit cultivate your Mind, correct and 
mortify theſe Sallies of your Blood; learn of your Siſter 
here, to live a bright Example of your Sex; refine your 
Soul, give your happier Hours 1 to Science, Arts, and 
Letters; enjoy the Raptures of Philoſophy, ſubdue your 
Paſſions, and renounce the ſenſual Commerce of Mankind. 

Char. O! dear Madam, I ſhould make a piteous Phi- 
loſupher ; indeed your Ladyſhip had much better put me 
out to the Buſineſs I am fit for: Here's my Siſter has 

earning enough o' Conſcience for any one Family; and, 
of the two, I had much rather follow your Ladyſhip's Ex- 
ample, and uſe my humble Endeavours to encreaſe it. 

Mr. My Example! Do you ſuppoſe then, if I had 
been capable of groſs Defires, I Ear. have choſen your 
Father for the Gratificator of them? | 

Char. Why not, Madam; my Papa's a hale Man, and 

though he has twice your Ladyſhip's Age, he mg 
t, 
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Arait, and leads up a Country-Dance as brisk, as a Beau 
at a Ball. FT; 

L. Vr. Come, none of your ſenſual Inferences from 
thence; I was govern d by my Parents: I had other Views 
in marrying Mr, Wrangle. | 15 

Char. Yes, a ſwinging Jointure. | Ae. 

L. Vr. When big wb gone through Studies, Ma- 
dam, Philoſophy will tell you, *tis poſſible a well na- 
tur d Mind, tho fated to a Husband, may be at once a 
Wiſe and Virgin. | | 

Char. Prodigious! [ Aſide, 

L. Vr. What is't you ſmile at, Madam? | 
-. Char. Nothing, Madam, only I don't underſtand thefe 
Philoſophical Myfteries 3 but if your Ladyſhip will in- 
dulge me, in marrying Mr. Frankly, as for dying a Maid 
afterwards, I'll take my Chance for it. * 
L. Vr. What a giddy Confidence! But thou art ſtrange- 
ly vain, Charlotte, to be ſo importunate for a Man, that, 
as I have told thee, has the Misfortune to be paſſionately 
in love with me. | 

Char. Indeed, indeed, Madam, if your Ladyſhip would 
but give him leave to open his Mind freely, he would 

certainly tell you another Story. 

L. Mr. Tuil ſend for him this minute, and convince 
you of your Error. 


Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Madam, Mr. Frankly, 
L. Vr. He never came more opportunely: Defire him 
to walk in. hos 
Enter Mr. Frankly. 


IL. Vr. O! Mr. Frankly, the welcomeſt Man alive. 
Fran, Then I am the happieſt, I am ſure, Madam. 
IL. Vr. Ofy! Is there any one of this Company could 
make you ſo? BN 
Fran. There's one in the Company, Madam, has a great 
deal more in her power, than I am afraid ſhe'll part with 
to me. Ss $1 
Spb. Are you this hard-hearted Lady, Siſter? Does 


this Deſcription reach you, pray? LAſide. 
Char. The Power does not deſcribe you, I'll anſwer for 


it. Lide. 
L. Vr. Nay, now you grow — NL : 
i py ** . = F , : ome- 8 


1 


A 


The Ladies Philoſophy: 27 


ſomething to ſay to ane of theſe Ladies, I'm ſure. [ToFran. 
Fran. | have ſomething, Madam, to ſay to both of them. 
| Soph. Shall we let him ſpeak, Siſter? | 

Char. Freely. 85 | 

L. Wr. Which of theſe two now, if you were free to 
chuſe, could you really give up your Heart to? 

Fran. O! Madam, as to that I dare only ſay, as Sir 
Jobn Suckling did upon the ſame Occafion. | 

Sopb. Pray, what was that? | . 

Fran, He ſure is happieſt, that bas Hopes of either; 

Next Him, is He, that ſees you both together. | 

L. Mr. Perfectly fine: Nor is there more Wit in the 
Verſes themſelves, than in your polite Application of 
them Mr. Frankly, I muſt beg r know 
it's rude to whiſper, but you have Good-Nature; and to 
oblige a Woman 

Fran. Is the Bufineſs of my Life, Madam What the 
Devil can all this mean? IJ have been oddly catechiz'd 
here——Sure they have not all agreed to bavy me to a 
Declaration for one of them it looks a little like it 


But then, how comes Charlotte into ſo vain a Project? nay, 


ſo hazardous? She can't but know, my holding the other 
two in play has been the only means of my getting Ad- 


mittance to her perhaps they may have piqued her 


into this Experiment not unlikely but I muſt be 
cautious. [ Aſide. 

L. Vr. Nay, Ladies, you can't but ſay I laid you fairly 
in his way: [ Apart to Soph. and Char.] And yet you ſee 
from how palpable a Regard to me, he has ingeniouſly 
avoided a Declaration for either of you, at leaſt. 

Soph. Your Ladyſhip won't be offended, if, for a mo- 
ment, we ſhould ſuſpend your Conc luſion. 

L. Vr. Not in the ſeal 3 if Suſpence can make you hap- 
Py, live always in it. | 
Char. But pray, Madam, let him go on a little. 

L. Mr. Oh! you ſhall have enough of him. Well you 
are a horrid Tyrant, Mr. Frankly : Don't you plainly fee, 
here are two Ladies in this Company, that have a mind 
you ſhould declare in favour of one of them ? 

Fran. Yes, Madam, but I plainly ſee, there are three 
Ladies in the Company. | 

L. Vr. What then? 

Fran. Why then, Madam, I am more afraid of offend- 
ing that third Perſon, than either of the other two. Tad | 

Vr. 
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IL. V. [To Soph. and Char.) Obſerve his Diffidence, 
his Awe, he knows I love Reſpect. 
Spb. With Submiſſion, Madam, I never was familiar 
with him. | | 
L. Vr. Come, now do you both ask the Queſtion, as I 
bave done, each excluſive of herſelf, | 
Char. Your Ladyſhip's in the right ——- [ Aſide. 
Sir, without _ then, [ am oblig'd to ask you, 
whether it be my Lady, or my Siſter, you really are in 
love with? EW 

Fran. So now it's plain, [4ſide,.] When either of them 
ask me, you'll be our of the Queſtion, I can aſſure you, 
Madam. '. 

L. Vr. Ha! ha! 
Spb. Who's in the Queſtion now, Siſter? 

Char. If I had put myſelf in, you would not have been 
there, Ill anſwer for him. [Alide.] 
Spb. Then I'll do you that Favour, Madam. 
Fran. So Now the t'other but I am ready for 
her too. 7 
© Soph. You ſee, Sir, the Humour we are in: Tho don't 
ſuppoſe, if I ask you the ſame Queſtion, tis from 
the ſame Motive; but ſince theſe Ladies have oblig'd me 
to itt—which of them is it you ſincerly are a Slave to? 
Tram. Since I find your Motive is only Complaiſance to 
them, Madam, I hope you will not think it needs an 


Anſwer, 
Spb. I am fatisfied—— | 
Your 1 was pleas'd to mention Reſpect- I think 
there's Reſpect and Demonſtration too, Madam. 
6 | | [Aſifeto L. W. 
L. Vr. I grant it but beth to me, Child But I 
will ſpcak once more fcr all of us———sSir, that you 
may not be reduc'd to farther Ambiguities— 880 
we are all agreed, you ſhould have leave to declare which 
of us then your Heart is utterly in the Diſpoſal of? | 
Fran. Ihen I muſt ſuppoſe, Madam, that one of you 
has a mind T ſhould ble the other two my Enemies. 
L. Mr. All your Friends, depend upon us. | 
Frau. So were all the three Goddeſſes to Paris, Madam, 
till he preſum' d to be particular, and raſhly gave the 
Apple to Jeuus: You know, Madam, Juno was his im- 
mortal Enemy ever after. 2 | 


- 
£ 


Manet 


The Ladies Philoſophy. 29 


| = Manetalta mente Repiſtum | 
Judicium Paridis, ſpreteque Injuria Forme. 


IL. Vr. Sir, you are excus d; the Modeſty and Elegance 
of your Reply has charm'd me. | . 
Soph. Now, Siſter, was this Delicacy of his Taſte and 
Learning ſhewn to recommend himſelf to me, or you, 
think you ? _ , 
Char, O! I don't diſpute its recommending him to you... 
Sph. He thinks it does, depend upon't. 17 
Char. Though I can hardly think that of him, yet I 
can't ſay indeed he has taken much Pains to recommend 


himſelf to me all this while: I ſee no reaſon, becauſe, 


they are to be reſpected forſooth, that I may not be pleas d 
in my turn too. Io berſelf 
Fran. And now, Ladies, give me leave to ask you a 
ueſtion. | OR: | 

I. Vr. You may command us, Sir. 3 
Fran, Then whoſe cruel Propoſal was it to urge me to 

2 Declaration of my Heart, when you all knew there was 
not one of you, from the Diſpoſition of whoſe Mind or 
Circumſtances, I could hope the leaſt Favour or Mercy. 
L. V. Explain yourſelf. UPS 


Fran. Why firſt, Madam, as to your Ladyſhip, you are 


honourably diſpos'd f from you, my utmoſt Vanity 
could no more form a Hop than could your Virtue 


©, p 
— it——And here [To SOD. if poſſible, m F 2 were, 
ve to encounter Rivals num- 


arder ſtill here I muſt 
berleſs and invincible. 

Sopb. Rivals ! | | 441] 

Fran, Ay, Madam, is not; every Volume in your Li- 
brary a Rival ? Do you not paſs whole Days, nay ſome- 


. 


times happier Nights with them alone ? The Living and. 
c 


the Dead promiſcuous in your Favour? Old venerable 
Sages, even in their Graves, can give you Raptures, from 


whoſe Divine Enjoyment no mortal Lover can perſuade 


ou, | 
a 99h, [Ts cher) Is this to pleaſe you, Siler? 
ar. Truly, I think not he has miſtaken the way 
at leaſt. 
Fran. (Turning to Char.) And here, Madam 


L. Vr. Hold, Sir —a Truce with your Negatives, leſt 
they grow too vehement in their Aff rmation you have 


hitherto 


% 
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hitherto my Eſteem preſerve it by your Diſcretion, and 
force me not to revoke the Freedom I have this day given 
you=-——Sphrona, I have carried this Matter to the very 
utmoſt Limits of Diſcretior I hope you, and your Si- 
ter, are now deliver'd from your Error; if not, I'll in- 
ſtantly withdraw, and leave you to a full Conviction. 
[Exit Lady Wrangle. 

Fran. Tam afraid my Lady takes ſomething ill of me. 

Soph. Sir, what you have done was from her own De- 
ſtre 3 and ſince I partly am the Occaſion, it is but juſt I 
Rand engag'd for your Reconciliation. | 
Fran. Then give me leave to hope, Madam 

Soph. From what Pretenfion, Sir? From any Weakneſs 
of my Behaviour ? Hope ! do you conſider the licentious 
and extenſive Conſequences of that odious Word? Hope! 
you make me tremble at the Thought. 
Fran. Madam, I only mean FT: 
b. L know your Meaning, Sir; and therefore muſt 
not hear it. . 

Fran. This is new with a Vengeance. [ Aide. 
| — — Siſter, I am ſorry our Argument has reduced me 
to ſtand fo outrageous an Inſtance of your Conviction; but 
you may profit from the Inſult: You now may learn to 
moderate your Vanity, and to know yourſelf. O] 'tis a 
N on E Cælo deſcendir, Gnothe ſeauton. 


hat a ſolid Happineſs now is crept into her 

Mind through the Cratk'of ker Brain I hope you are 

not going too, Madam: 1 

Char. I don't know any Bufinefs T have here. 
Fran. So-—]-gad! I have diſoblig'd them all, I be- 

lieve : [4fide.] You are not out of humour? 

Cbar. I do not know whether I am or no: 

Fan. So cold, Charlotte, after I have had my Wits upon 

the firetch this half hour, to'oblige you? 

_ © Char, What, in blowing up other People's Vanity at my 


| 2 | | 
Fran. Would you have had me blown up their Jealouſy, 
at the Expence of my well-being with you ? E E544 
Cbar. You, that are ſo dextrous in impoſing upon others, 
may impoſe upon me too, for ought I know. | 
Fran. Come, come, don't impoſe upon yourſelf, Car- 
lotte, by this groundleſs, this childiſh Reſentment. 
- Char. She Jar has no Reſentment at all, may be un- 
der: treated as long as ſhe lives, 1 ffnd- - 1 4 
1 an 
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Fran. Pray think a little; is my having made them ri- 


diculous by your own Conſent, expoſing you to them, or 


them to you? 

Char. J don't know how the Matter's contriv'd; but I 
certainly find myſelf uneaſy, and you can't perſuade me. 
Lam not ſo. | 

Fran. Well, well; fince you can't juftify your being in, 
an ill humour, it's a fair ſtep at leaſt to your coming into 
2 good one. 

ar. Come, I will not be wheedled now. 
Fran. Nay, but hear me. 


Sophronia enters unſeen, while Frankly ſeems to entertain 
Charlotte apart. 


Soph. What can theſe Creatures be doing alone toge- 
ther? I thought I left my Sifter in too ill a humour to 
retire with him; but I ſee theſe Carnage Lovers have ſuch 
a Meanneſs in their Souls, they'll overlook the groſſeſt 
Uſage to accommodate their ſenſual Concorporation 
"Tis ſo— her Eyes have loſt all Reſentment already: 
But I muſt not be ſeen, leſt they miſtake my innocent 
Curioſity for Jealouſy. * goth 

Char. Well, but you might have thrown in a civil thing 
to me in my turn too. 1 | | 

Fran. Alas! poor Lady! Pray what one civil thing did 
I mean to any body but yourſelf? Befides, was not you 
one of the 8 yo men mere Miſs Fer ? Which of the 
Company do you ſuppoſe I meant by Venus, pray? 

my How filly carr me? G N 
Fran. Nay, I was going to ſay a great deal more to you, 
if my Lady had not ſtopt my Mouth. | 

Soph. Is it poſſible ? | [ Aſide. 

Char. Why then I beg your pardon 3 for, in ſhort, I 
find I have only been Fool enough to be uneaſy, becauſe” 
they had not Senſe enough to be mortified. 

Fran, A pretty innocent Confeſſion truly. 

Soph. Have I my Senſes? | 

Char. Well! but tell me what was it you had a mind 
to ſay to me? | | | 
Fan. Nothing to what I now could ſay——O! Charlotte, 
my Heart grows full of you ; the leaſt Look of Kindneſs 
ſoftens me to Folly! Indeed I love you. I 
Soph.” Soh ! 
Char, And for what, after all? ¶ Sniling. 


Fran. 
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Fran. For that, and for a thouſand Charms beſide: 
Preſſing ber Hand] There's ſomething in your Looks ſo 
oft, ſo gentle, ſo refign'd, and plaintive; I loved before 

I knew it, and only thought I gave the Pity that I wanted. 
Char. What Tranſport's in the Paſſion, when the Ten- 
derne ſs is mutual? E e | 
Sopb. O! the enormous Creature! But I'll be gone, 
leſt her Intoxication ſhould know no Bound Noon 
ba ſecond in, wg Pl ſtay— This odious 
[During this Object may be uſeful z Vipers, if rightly 
Fr. and Char. taken, are Preſervatives: And as the Spar- 
ſeem in an a- tans taught their Children to abhor Intem- 
morous Diſ- perance, by —_—_ them their Slaves ex- 
Pute, till be pos d, and ſenſeleſs in their Wine; fo, 
kiſſes ber.) in Contemplation of this Folly, may be 
7 fortified againſt it——Q! the abandon d 
Wantons What a riotous Diſorder now muſt run thro? 
every Vein of her whole Syſtem? How can they thus 
deface the Dignity of Human Being? A Kiſs, nay then 
tis inſupportable. [She goes to them.] Siſter, I am amaz d 
you can ftand trifling here, when my Father's come home, 
and you know he wants you. | _- FR ee 
. Char. She has certainly ſeen us. . , [Aſide to Fran. 
Fran. No matter, ſeem eaſy, and take, no notice. 
. 5 | e en ber: 

— 43 Shall I tell him you will not come, Madam: 
| Char. Well, do not be in a Paſſion, dear Siſter.. 

Fran, O! fy! why ſhould ICE ſo? But is Sir 

Gilbert come in, Madam? I have a little Buſineſs with 
him: If you pleaſe, Madam, I'Il wait upon you to him. 
2 SIERSY Deart. ood non fell bo kya 3 

Fran. Amante Spoſo, cc. Exit ſinging with Char. 
Spb. What means this Turbulence of Thought? Why 
am I thus diſorder d? It cannot——nay, I will not have. 

it Jealouſy——No! if I were c:pable of Folly, Granger 
might miſlead me; yet ftill I am difturb'd——Yes, tis 
plain, I am incens'd, provok'd at him; but can J not al- 

n the Cauſe? O! I have found it having firſt of- 

fer d up his Heart to me, his giving it to another, without 
my leave, is an Inſult on my Merit, and worthy my Re- 
ſentment that's all How then ſhall I puniſh him? 
by ſecuring her to his Rival Witling ſha have her; 
I'll work it by my Lady, ſhe ſeems his Friend Tes, 


yes, that will entirely caſe my Heart : How 1 * 3 
* | "I 
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find tis only decent Pride that has diſturb'd me les, 
P11 certainly reſent it to their mutual Diſappointment. 


Thus both ſpall ſuffer; doom "dro different Fates: 
His be Deſpair 3 be bers, the Man ſbe bates. ' [Ex. 


* —— 


555 


a? * SL — 22 
Sr 
= s 4 


A, — . 4 


CET EINE EINE FI ETD 
- 0 > 5 — 
* U 8 


Lady Wrangle and Sophronia. 


L.' Mpoſſible! You amaze. me! Kiſs her, ſay 
you? What! as a Lover, amorouſſy? vo- 
& luptuouſly ? 7 | 3% 
| Soph. Infamouſly! with all. the glowing 
Fervour of a Libertine. 157 
I. /. Then I am deceiv'd indeed! I thought that Vir- 
tue, Letters, and Philoſophy, had only Charms for him: 
I have known his Soul all Rapture in their Praiſes; nay, 
and believ d myſelf the ſecret. Ob ject of them all. Bux 
is he vulgar, brutal then at laſt No Punic Faith ſo 
falſe——"Tis well! he has deceiv'd me, and I hate him. 
O that forward Creature! | . 
Spb. She warms as I could wiſh _ [ſſide. 
L. V. But tell me, dear Sopbronia, how did that nau- 
ſeous Girl behave to him? Was the Shame chiefly his 2 
Did ſhe reſiſt, or how was this odious. Kiſs obtain'd ? 
Were his Perſuaſions melting, or her Allurements artful 2 
Was he enſnar'd, or did his Wiles ſeduce her? O! tell 
me all his Baſeneſs! I burn to know, yet wiſh to be 
deceiv'd. 1 
Soph, ——Speratque Miſerrima falli—— Directly jealous 
of him; but I'll make my Uſes of it. [Ade,] Nay, Ma- 
dam, I muſt own the guilty part was chiefly hers:. Had 
ou but ſeen the warm Advances that ſhe made him, the 
Looks, the Smiles, the toying Glances, O! ſuch wanton 
Blandiſhments to allure him; you would think his Crime, 
compar'd to hers, but Fanny: tax 
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L. VO] the little Sorcereſs! but I ſhall op her in her 
looſe Career: I'll have her know, forward as ſhe is, her 


Inclinations ſhall wait upon my Choice 3 and fince ſhe 


will run riot, PH have her clogg'd immediately: I'11 

marry her, Sopbronia; but——where I think fit: No! 

Mr. ho is her Man, or ſhe's a Maid for ever. 

_ - Soph, That, Madam, I doubt, ſhe will never be brought 
to; ſhe mortally hates him. Deere 

L. V. So much the better; I do not deſign him there- 
fore as her Happineſs, but her Puniſnment. 

Spb. This is fortunate; ſhe even prevents my Purpoſe. 

[ Aſide. 

L. V. Ol that a Man of his ſublimè Faculties could fall 


from ſuch a Height——Was ever any thing ſo mean, So- 


phbroma ? | | | | 

Soph. I am ſurpriz d indeed; my Sitter tco is ſo illite- 
rate, Madam. 5 8 

L. V. To contaminate his Intellects with ſuch a Chit of 
aner = oe oe ro. 

Sopb. O Mores ! "Tis a degenerate Age indeed, Madam. 

L. V. Nothing but Noiſe and Ignorance ; Girls and Va- 
nity have their Attractions no.. 

5. O! there's no living, Madam, while Coquettes 

are ſo openly tolerated among a civiliz d People! 

L. M. I proteſt, they are ſo inſolently inſidious, they 
are become meer Nuſances tp all innocent Society. 

Spb. 1 am ama d the Government ſhould not ſet the 
idle Creatures to work. 5 . 

L. V. The Wiſdom of our Anceſtors r&ftrain*'d ſuch 


1 


| horrid Licences; and, you ſee, the Laws they made, de- 


ſcrib'& them all by the modeſt Term of Spinſters only. 
IL. V. But! I'Il take care of her at leaſt; and ſince ſne 
is become 4 publick Miſchief, to humble her will be a 
publick Good: P11 ſend to Mr. Merling this moment, and 


invite him to dine here. I defire you will be in the way, 


Child, and aſſiſt me in bringing this Matter to a ſpeedy 
Concluſion. 3 Exit. 

Sopb. Yes, I ſhall aſſiſt you, Madam; tho not to gratify 
your Reſentments, but my own: Poor Lady ! is this then 
all the Fruit of your Philoſophy ? Is this her Conduct of 


the Paſſions, not to endure another ſhould poſſeſs what 


ne pretends to ſcorn? Are theſe her Self-denials? Where, 
where was her Self. examination all this while ? The leaſt 
Enquiry there had ſhewn theſe Paſſions as they are: 

: SS. Then 
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Then had ſhe ſeen, that all this Anger at my Siſter was 

but Envy 3 thoſe Reproaches on her Lover, Jealouſy; 

even that 3 the Child of Vanity, and her avow'd 
Reſentment; Malice! Good Heaven! can ſhe be this 

Creature, and know it not?: And yet 'tis ſo—ſo par- 

tial's Nature to herſelf : 


That Charity begins, where Knowledge 0 

And all our Wiſdom's counſel d by the Blood : 

The Faults of others we with Eaſe diſcern, 
But our own Frailties are the laſt we learn. 


Going off, ſbe ed Frankly and Charlotte. 


Ha! Perpetually together? 
Char. In Contemplation, Siſter? I am afraid we diſturb 
you: Come, Mr. Frankly, we'll go into the nexr Room. 
Spb. Mo, Madam, if you have any Secrets, I'llretire. 
Char. Nay, we have none now, Sitter, but what I dare 
ſwear you are entirely ler into: Ha! ha! ha! 
Fran. $0! ſhe muſt have a gentle Inſult, I find; but it 


will be —_ in me to keep the peace.  [ Afaae. 
Sopb. Theſe Taunts are inſupportable! but to confeſs 
the Smart, were adding to her Triumph. Aide. 


Char. Why fo grave, Spbronia? 

Soph. Why that Queſtion, Madam? Do you often ſee 
me otherwiſe? 

Char. No; but I thought, upon your ſuppoſing we had 
Secrets, you drew up a little. | 

Spb. "Tis poſſible, I might not be in a laughing hu- 
mour, without thinking any of your Secrets important. 

Fran. People, Madam, that think much, always wear 
a ſerious Aſpect. {To Char. 

Spb. As the contrary, Siſter, may be a Reaſon for your 
continual Mirth. 8 2 8 

Char. Well! well! ſo I am but happy Siſter, I am con- 
tent you ſhould be wiſe as long as you live. 

Sph. You have one Sign of Wiſdom, I ſee; a little 
thing contents you=—There's no bearing her. [ Ex. Soph. 

Char. She's in a high Mi. . | 

Fran. I am afraid there is no Good towards us: J ob- 
ſerv'd my Lady, as ſhe paſs'd too, had much the ſame 
Cloud upon her Brow; „ | 

Char. Then ſhe has cerrainly told her how ſhe caught 
us foolitig together, | eum 


D 3 | Fran, 
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Fan. No doubt on't; therefore we muſt expect all the 
Miſchief that either of them can do u. | 
Char. My Sitter can't do us much, at leaſt. 
Fan. She can blow up my Lady; and, you know, my 
Lady governs your Father. I 
Char. She does a little overbear him indeed; not but 
he will make his Party good with her upon occafion: I 
have known it come to a drawn Battle between them, 
eſpecially when he has any body to ſtand by him. A ſad 
Life tho, Mr. Frankly, when conjugal Engagements are 
only Battles; does not their Example frighten you? 
Fran. I can ſee no Hazard, in taking my Chance with 
you, Madam." 


Sophronia returns, aud flops ſhort, ſceing Frankly taking 
= Charlotte's Hand. SHED 

Soph. So! cloſing again the minute they are alone! 

but 1 ſhall make bold with them. [Goes forward.] Pray, 

Siſter, what did you do with that Buok of mine you took 

up this Morning. 97835 
Char. What Book ? | 

. = a The Confutius, you know, in my Chamber. 


ar. O! I did not mind it, I left it upon the green 


„„ CR PALE ET ve rd 
Sopb. Very well— that's ali- eg your pardon: 
What a — Sight ſhe is? 8 
BE RE C [ Exit, and drops ber Handkerchief. 
Fran. 'This Book was only a Pretence to break in 
upon us. 1 N n 
Char, Plainly——ſhe haunts us like the Ghoſt in Ham- 
let. But pray, what Talk had you with my Father juſt 
now? | 
Frau. A great deal; we are upon very good Terms 
there, I can tell you: But his Conſcience, it ſeems, is 
under the maſt ridiculous Dilemma, ſure, that ever was. 
Char. What do you mean? Ne n 
Fran. If you will ha ve patience to hear it, I'll tell you. 
"Char. I ſhall have no patience till I do hear it. | 
Fran. You muſt know then, fome time ago, Sir Gilbert 
happen'd. in a mix d Company in Change-Alley, to join in a 
Laugh at Mr. Witling, for his Folly (as, it was then 
thought) in giving out Premiums for the Refuſal of Sutb- 
Sen Stock at an extravagant Price: The Beau being 
piqued to an Intemperance, to ſee his Bargains a Jeſt, 
= . | offer'd, 


4” _- 2 
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offer d, in Heat of Blood, to back his Judgment with 
more Money, for a harder Bargain, and ten times as 
chimerica. Py 

Char. Ay, now let's hear. © | 

Fran, Thus it was: He told an Hundred Guineas into 
your Father's hand; in conſideration of which, (if Witling 
could prove himſelf worth Fifty Thouſand Pound within 
the Year, and the South-Sea Stock ſhould in that time 
mount to a "Thouſand per Cent. why then, and on thoſe 
Conditions only) your Father was to give him the Refuſal 
of you, or your ' Siſter, in Marriage, This whimfical Of- 
fer turn'd the Laugh of the Company to the Beau's fide 
at which Sir Gilbert, impatient of his Triumph, and not 
being in the leaſt apprehenſive either of the Stocks riſin 
to that Price, or that this Rattle-headed Fellow coul 
poſſibly make ſuch a Fortune in that time; fairly toox 
the Money, and fign'd the Contract. Now the Stock, it 
ſeems, is come up to his Price, and the Spark has actual- 
ly prov'd himſelf worth near double the Sum he con- 


dite p... hand 2:0 
Char. For Heaven's ſake! am I to take all this ſeriouſly ? 
Fran. Upon my Life 'tis true: Bur don't miſtake the 

Matter; Sir Gillert has left his Daughters Inclinations 

free : there is no Force to be put upon them in the 

R 12-54: - 20 hv” wy Se Kip 

- Char. Oh! then I can take my Breath again. 

Fran, No, no; you are ſafe as to that point: Lou may 
do as you pleaſe; he has only tied up his own Conſent. 
But Witling having this Call upon it, Sir Gilbert is incapa- 
ble, as he ſays, of giving it at preſent to me. 

Char. Well! but in the mean time, ſuppoſe he ſhould 
give it to you; what's the Penalty ? 

Fran. That's true; I had like to have forgot it: The 
Penalty is this; If Sir Gilbert refuſes his Conſent, then he 
is to give Mitling an Alternative of the Three Thouſand 
Pound Stock only, at Two Hundred. So low, it ſeems, 


was the Price, when this Bargain was made. 


Char, A pinching Article: I am afraid my good Father 
has not Diſtaſte enough for a Coxcomb, to with his. 
Stock, and not toſs him a Daughter into thg Bargain. 

Fran. Ay, but confider 3 Sir Gilbert is not to part with 
his Stock neither, if you refuſe to marry the Gentleman. 

Char, Why then the Fool has given his Money for no- 

W wy thing 3 


o OA ID — —2x -˖4.ꝑ . — 
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has inſiſte 


is out © 


thing; at leaſt I am ſure he has, if he makes his Call 
upon me. * a 
Fran. Ay, but here's the Misfortune; the Fool has been 
wiſe * to do that already: Sir Gilbert tells me, he 
upon you; and you may be ſure my Lady, 
and your Siſter, will do all in their power to hold your 
Father to his Bargain: So that, while the Contract's va- 
lid, it will not be even in your power, Charlotte, to com- 
pleat my Happineſs this half Lear. . 
Cher, It gives me, at leaſt, occaſion to ſhew. you a new 
Proof of "my. Inclination 3 for, 1 confeſs, I ſhall be as un- 


. 


eaſy as Jou, till, one way or other, this ridiculous Bargain 
of that Coxcomb's hands again. 
Fran. O] Charlotte / lay your Hand upon my Heart, and 


. Char . Fooliſh 41 
1 Sophronia enters as looking 


feel how ſenſibly it thanks you. 
! 1 4. 


. % 


for ber Handkerchief, and 
1 227) 211% ©” obſerves them. = _ Fa, 
© Spb. Monſtrous! actually embracing him! What have 
h Fo Tranſports made, her blind too? Sure ſhe might 
l 5 
Char. Be you but rul'd, and I'll engage to manage it. 
Fan. I have a lucky Thought, that certainly) 
Char. Peace! break thee oft! Lo! where it comes again. 
Fran. Speak to it, Horatio [seeing Soph, 
Char. Do you want any thing; Siſſer?? 
| Spb. HY did not I dr p an Handkerchicf here ? A 
Cbar. did not ſee any——O! here l believe this 
js 16 n 1 Tm” 2 p [Graes it ber. 
[They all ſtand gravely mute for ſome time, at laſt 
Charlotte, . as SEES at h ſpeaks.] 
Char. Do you want any thing elſe, Siſter ? 


Spb. [Turning ſhort upon ber.] — es, Madam 
Patience - to ſupport me under your injurious Aſſurance. 
© Char. Keep your Temper, Siſter, leſt· I ſhould ſuſpect 
your Philoſophy to be only an Affectation of Knowledge 
you never could arrive at. Air A 
Sopb. There are ſome Surprizes, Madam, too ſtrong for 
all the Guards of Human Conſtan sed. 
Char. Let I hve heard you ſay, Madam, tis a Narrow- 
neſs of Mind to be ſfurpria d at any thing. 
In To be amaz'd at the Actions of che e, and 
the Ahandon'd, is a Weakneſs that as often riſes from In- 
8 | nocence 


* 


- 


The Ladies Philoſophy. 29 
nocence and Virtue : Lou muſt therefore pardon me, if 
I am aſtoniſh'd at your Behaviour. | 

Fran. $0! I ſuppoſe I ſhall have my ſhare preſently. 
B 151 9:5: Tor h | [ Aſide. 

Char. My Behaviour, Madam, is not to be afpers'd 
Outrage; and if-I ama not aftoniſh'd at yours, tis becauſe 
the Folly. of it ought to move no Paſſion, but Laughter. 

Spb. This to me! to me!]! Mrs. Charlotte? 


Char. Ay, ay! to you, MrsiSepbroxia. | 
Fran. I beg your pardon, Ladies, I ſee you have private 
Buſineſs. i: F%H Fooing, 
Sopb. No, Sit — hold —you are at leaſt an Accom- 
plice, if not the Principal in the Injury I complain of. 
Fran. You do me a- great deal of honour, Madam, in 
ſappoſing any thing in my power could diſturb you; 
but pray, Madam, wherein have I been ſo unhappy as to 
581 i "TT { | 


injure you?? 7 or eat ounr .. 
Soph. In the tendereſt Part; my Fame, my Senſe, my 
Merit, and (as the World eſteetms it) in my Sex's Glory. 
Fran. Accumulated Wrangs .3ndeed ! But really, Ma- 
dam, 1 am: yæt in the dark; I muſt beg you to explain a 
little fartber. Ei A g 
Soph. Then plainly thus, Sir: You have robb'd me of 
my Right; the Vows: of Love you once prefer'd to me, 
are by the Laws of Honour, without my Conſent, irre- 
vocable: but, like 4 vile Apoſtate, you have ſince pre- 
ſum'd to throw your ſcornful Malice on my Attractions, 
by baſely kneeling to another. N H 
Char. Ol the painful Conflicts of Pruder. [Aſide. 
Fran. This is hard indeed, Madam, that the Loſs of 
what you never thought worth your Acceptance, ſhould 
be worth your Reſentment: If a Beggar ſhould ask you 
Charity, would you call it an Injury, if, upon your refuſing 
it, the Wretch- ſhould beg of the next Paſſenger? 
| Chari Well! is not that prettily ſaid now, Siſter? 
Soph, The Cafe is different Jou owe me Tribute as 
your rightful. Conqueror; and tho I have dec lin'd the 
taſteleſs Triumph of your Homage, that's no Remittance 
of the Nor can you pay it to the Uſurper of my 


Right, without rebellious Perſury to me. : 


Fran. Hoyty! toyty! I-gad there will be no end of 
this muſt e'en talk downright to her [Aſide. 

Sopb. Ob lations vow'd to a Bw Power, are to its 
peculiar Altars only due; _ tho the Offering ME 

2 | : ; 
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| ill receiv'd, * ſhould the murmuring Suppliant dare to 

invoke another's Aid, his Vows are then Becomes profane 
and impious to the Deity. 

Char. So! ſince he would not make her a Goddeſs, 1 
find ſhe's reſolv'd to make one of herſelf. Q. To 

Fran. Now really, Madam, if I were to put all this 
into plain Engli/b, the Tranſlation would amount to no 
more than this, That your offended Deity is a meer Dog 
in a Manger: What the Duce,. becauſe you don't love 
Oats, muit nobody elſe eat them! Hal ha! 

Char. Ha! ha! ha! 

Soph. Amazement! Horror! I am ſhock'd and ſhiver'd 
to a thouſand; Atoms! O] my violated Ears! 

Fran. Ay, ay! Madam, you may give yourſelf as many 
Romantick Airs as you pleaſe ; 5 bot, in ſhort, 1 can TION 
the civil Hypocrite no longer. | 

Soph. Ye Þo wers! he © in \ Brutality !: 

Fan. That is, Madam, becauſe you will always take 
Civility: for Adoration. But however, to clear up this 
whole Matter; if, for once, you can reduce yourſe from 
a Deity to what Nature has made you, a Woman of Senſe, 

Pl beg parc o on n for my n and Ar e like a 
Gentleman. 

Soph. You may ſuppoſe me then to have the Senſe you 
peak of. 

Fran. Why. ” 1 od, Madara, when. I fir came 
from Travel, my Father, on-whom I then depend- 
ed, recommended me to an Alliance in this Family : 
I thought myſelf honour'd in his Commands; and 3 
equally? a Stranger to you and your Siſter, I judg'd, 
being the Elder, you had a natural Right to the 888. 
rence of my Addreſſes: I ſaw you, ſaw. vour Perſon love- 
ly, adorn'd with all thoſe Charms that uſually inſpire the 
Lover's Tongue to bend the Bar of Beauty "v1 

Char. How ſhe drops her Eyes at it!! [ Aſide. 

Fran. But on a nearer-Converſe, 1 Wund vou ente a 
Mortal in your Sentiments 3 ſo utter a Diſdain of Love, 
had you imbibed from your Romantick Education: no 
wonder I ſucceeded not; I ſhall i not reproach you with 
my peculiar Treatment: you pleaſed yourſelf, and. re- 
treated. On this I thouglit piy Heart at literry to try 
its better Fortune here. Here Iam fix d, and juſpify my 
Love; where then's the Injury to you, in oder gat your 
Foley 'sfeet a Heart, hie 45 Diſdain rei 1 
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Sopb. Tis true, while offer'd with impure Deſires; 
while ſenſually, and as a Woman only, you purſued me: 
But had you greatly ſought the Marriage of the Mind, the 
ſocial Raptures of the Soul; I might, perhaps, have che- 
riſh'd an intellectual Union. | A 5 
Fran. Ah! but dear, dear Madam, thoſe Raptures in 
the Air would not do my Buſineſs; I want an Heir to 
my Family, and, in plain Terms, my Caſe requires one 
that will give a little bodily Help to it. 2271 
Soph. Nay then again, I muſt diſclaim you; a Heart ſo 
tainted would but ſully the Receiver: The Shrine's diſ- 
honour d by 4 polluted Sacrifice. 3 8 
Char. So! ſhe's at her old Flights again. [ Afide. 
Sopb. Thus then I fly for ever from your Hopes— _ . 
Thus Daphne triumpb'd o er Apollo's Flame, 
And to his Heaven prefer'd a Virgin's Name : 
| The vanquiſh'd God purſu'd, but to deſpair, 
While deathleſs Laurels crown'd the flying Fair, 
Fran. So! there's one Plague over; I have diſcharg'd 
my Conſcience upon her at leaſt. | 
Chay. Ha! ha! what a pretty N though, my good 
Siſter has of turning a Slight into a 3 ? But ſhe 
has a great Heart. . 3 
Fran. O! *twould be hard to deny her that Satisfaction; 
beſide, the greateſt Heart in the World did juſt the 
ſame: We have known the late Grand Monarch loſe 
many a Battle; but it was bloody hard to beat him out 
of a Te Deum. 11 5 2 ot 
* Well, but now, how ſhall we manage my Fa- 
ther? 8 1 
Fran. Here he comes. 13 60 
. Enter Sir Gilbert. „ | | 
Sir Gilb. So, Mr. Frankly ! you ſee I give you fair Play 
and troth ! I have a great Reſpect for you=———But—a— 
a Bargain's a Bargain; if another Man has really paid for 
-__ Conſent, you muſt not take it ill, if I don't refuſe” 
im. a 
Fun. I can't pretend to ask it, Sir; I think it Favour. 
enough, if you don't oblige your Daughter to refuſe me. 
Sir Gilb. Not I, not I, Man; that's out of the Que- 
ſtion: She may pleaſe herſelf, and if Witling ſhould not 
pleaſe her; troth ! I can't ſay it would not pleaſe me too: 
In ſhort, if you two have Wit enough to make up. the 
92 . Diſſerence, 
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Difference, and bring me off—why there's no more to 
be ſaid If not Accounts muſt be made uf have 
taken the Premium, and muſt ſtand to my Contract: For 
let me tellyou, Sir, we Citizens are as tender of our Cre- 
dit in change -Alſey, as you fine Gentlemen are of your Ho- 
naur at Court. ob AK WT: 

Fran. Sir, depend upon it, your Credit ſhall not ſuffer 

me, whatever jt may by your Compariſon. | 

Sir Gitb. Why, what ails the Compariſon ? Sir, I think 
the Credit of the City may be compared to that of any 
Body of Men in Europe. | 3 


Fan. Yes, Sir; but you miſtake me: I queſtion if any 
Bodies may be compared to that of the City. OY 
Sir Gilb. 1 your humble 4 N bb did not. tak 
ou — Ay, ay, you're right! you're right! Ay, ay, ay, 
live and lea? Mr. Frankly : You'll 624 'tis 9 Fad 
Court, but City-Politicians muſt do the Nation's Bufineſs 
at laſt. Why, what did your Courtiers do all the two 
lat Reigns,” but borrow Money to make War 2 and 
make War to make Peace, and make Peace to make 
War? And then, to be Bullies in one, and Bubbles in 
t'other? A very pretty Account truly; but we. have 
made Money, Man: Money! Money! there's the Health, 
and Life- Blood of a Government: And therefore 
inſiſt er we are the wiſeſt Citizens in Eirope 3 
for we have coin'd more Caſh in an Hour, than the Tower 
of London in twenty Lears. 2 


Fran. Nay, you govern the World now, it's plain, Sir * 
and, truly that makes us hope it's upon the co hand: 
For fince our Men of Quality are got ſo thick into Change- 
Aley, who knows but in time a great Man's Word may go 

as far as a Tradeſman's ? F 
Sir Gilb. Ah! a Wag! a Wag! In troth, Mr. Frankly, 
the more I know you, the more I like you: I fee you 
know the World, you judge of Men by their intrinfick 
Value; and you're right! you're right 1 Titles are empty 
things: A wiſe Man will always be a wiſe Man, whether 
he has any Title or no. Ws * 
Fran. Ay, ay, Sir, and when a Fool gets one, he's only 
| known to be a greater Fool. ata 10 D 1 Gauen 
Sir. Gill. You?re right again: beſides, Sir, ſhall, any 
Man value himſelſ upon a thing, that another may buy 
for. his Money as well as he? Ridiculone a yery 
pretty Euſineſs truly, to give Ten or Twenty Thouſand 


ound, 


. 
* 
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Pound, only to be called out of one's Name : Ha! hat. 

Fran, Nay, Sir, and perhaps too, loſe the Priyilege of a 
private Subject, that of being believ d upon your Honour, 
or truſted upon your Word. e 

Sir Gill, Honour's a Joke! Is not every honeſt Man 3 
Man of Honour ? | T 6) | 
Fran. Ay, but the beſt Joke is, that every Man of Ho. 

nour is not an honeſt Man, Sir. 2 

Sir Gilb. Odsbodlikins, Mr. Frankly, you are an inge · 
nious Gentleman, and I muſt have you into my Family, 
though it coſt me Twenty Thouſand Pound to keep that 
pragmatical Fellow out ont. 7 

Fran. If I have any Pretence to your Favour, Sir, I 
will take care your Family ſhall not ſuffer by my coming 
into it; for if the worſt muſt happen, tis but waiting till 
the other half Year of Witling's Conrad's expir'd ? I dare 
anſwer your Daughter won't run away with him in the 
mean time. 1 8 5 4 

Sir Gilb, Ay, bur there's the Quote : Is the Girl 
ſtaunch ? Are you ſure now, that, like a young Hound, 
ſhe may not BY lop away with the rank , Scent of a Cox- 
comb, and fo f of your Sport. 4 n 

+ Fran. I dare ſay, ſhe'll take this Fear for a Favour 
beſt examine her yourſelf, Sir. ** 

Sir Gilb. Come hither, Charlotte. pig mr 

Char. Your Pleaſure, Sir ? 

Sir Gilb. Are you ſure you are as wiſe as other fine La- 
dies of your Age, that know more of Mankind than their 
Fathers, and conſequently have a natural Averſion to all 
Husbands of their chuſing 1 In ſhort, have you learnt 
2 of the World, to be heartily diſobedient upon Oc- 
. | 
Char, When you pleaſe to give me the Occaſion, - Sir, I 
will try what I can do. | . | 

Sir Gib. Humh ! ſhe promiſes fair. [To Frankly aſide.] 
The Girl has Wit——But now, Child, the Queſtion is, 
whether you have common Senſe ur no (for they don't al- 
ways go together) are you ſmoaky? Have you all your 
Eye-Teeth yet? Are you peery, as the Cant is? In ſhort, 
do you know what I would be at now? _ 

Char. Will you give leave to gueſs, Sir? 

Sir Gilb. Out with it. | 

Char. Why then (I hope at leaſt, Sir) you have a mind 
to make Mitling believe, you are doing all in your power 
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to'bring his Bargain to bear; and at the ſame time wiſh I 
would 30 all in m o_ to bring i it to nothing. 

Sir Gill. Ae will do! it will do! Mr. Frankly, 
tell her ſhe's right; you know it is not honeſt for me to 
fayſo: a hum! * 

Char. In 1717 Sir, if you'll 3 the matter to 1 my 
Diſcretion, I'll engage to Verſes you off. 

Sir Gilb. Bring me off, Hufly ! hy; have you. the 
Confidence to ſuppoſe [ won't 3. the fair thing by. the 
Gentleman. 

Char. I have hot the Confidence to fuppoſe you would 
do A hard thing by this Gentleman, indeed Papa ! 

nd 3 [Takes Frankly's Hand. 

8 Sir Gilb. D'ye belt! d'ye hear! What a ſenſible Aſſu- 
zanee the Slut has? Ah! it's a wheedling Toad ! 1 de. 
Adod! I'II have a little more of her———Bur * u 
know, Lady, that Mr. Wirling has demanded 7 n- 
ſent and that i would coſt me above Twenty Thouſand 

Pouhds to refuſè it. g 

_ Yes, Sir, I do know it; and if Twere to 1 
my Tonſent, T'know that I ſhould have much t o worlt 
Bargain of the two. 4 
Sir 6:1b.- Your Conſent ! ' Why fines! Madam, 1 L 
fay do ſo; do you pretend to laws a Will of your own ?. 

. Umh! a leetle ! à ſmall Pulſe, you know, Papa, 

Sir Gb, Ab he pf gs Conse 3 
Sir Ot the coaxing Gipſy! why," you Ws, 
On 11 cal kiſs {Nha | 
"Frith. aq Faith: f do, Sir, that” no Breach of your Con- 


= 
Will. Vo! no! ' thar $not füt neither, I am to be 
ngry with her——beſides, I don't keep my word, if I 
et ſpeak a good one for him. | 
Char. That's not in your power, Sir; ttis inphlBbte' 
anybody can give him a go ood word, at leaſt to me. 
«Sit Gib. How! þ hew ! will not a kandſome young Fel- 
low, with an Hundred Thouſand Pound in his Pocket, go 
dow with you? Will not a Full Plumb melt in your 
Mouth, Miftrefs Dithty? 
Char. Thank you, Sir; but I don't love Traſh. 
Sir Gilb. Traſſ I Mr. Witling Traſn! | 
Char. A Coxcomb, 
„Sir Gb. ſay he i 1—— | 
7 N Averſion. f 1 
01 | Sir 
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Sir Gilb. Bear witneſs, Mr. Frankly, - ſhe. refuſes him 5 
you ſee all I ſay 3 nothing: But I ſay again and 
5 that I am reſolv'd, Madam, you — 1 him, 
and that Articles ſhall be drawn this —— 
Char. But do you wank you can't wade bin him to tay a 
little, Sir ? 

Sir Gilb. Stay! yes; yes; a reaſonable time, that i is. 

Char. You'll think it a reaſonable one, Lam ſure, Sir. 

Sir Gilb. Well! well! how long? 

Char. Only till I have done hating him, that's all. 

Sir Gilb. Pſhah ! fiddle faddle! marry him firſt, and 

ou will have time enough to hate him afterwards: ..! 
Char. Well, Sir, then I have but one Favour to beg * 

ou 
155 Sir Gilb. Compd what | is't? ad 1s te 

Char. Only, Sir, that in the Draught of the Articles, 
you will be pleas'd to leave a Blank for the Gentleman's 
Name 3 and if I don't fill it up to your Mind, ſay I know 
nothing of my own. | 
Sir Gilb. Fie! fie! you wicked thing — Frank- 
ly, it will do! it will do! the Girl has all her Goings! 
keep her right, keep her right, and tight; and I'Il war- 
rant thee all ſafe, Boy. 

Fran. Never fear, Sir now there's but one Difficulty 
behind; were it but poſſible to make my Lady our 

Friend in this matte: 

Sir Gilb. Pſhaw ! waw ! never mind her; Am not 1 

Maſter of my own Family? Does not ſhe know that. oy 
Will's a Law? and if I once ſay the word— _ 
Fran. That's true, Sir; but, you know, one would not 
make her a needleſs Enemy: ' She'll think herſelf af- 
fronted, take it as an Inſult to her Underſtanding, not to 
be let into the Secret at all. 

Char. Indeed, Sir, I am afraid we ſhall have a foul 
Houſe, if ſhe is not conſulted in this Buſineſs. . 

Sir Gilb, Nay, nay, with all my Heart, but the fooliſh 
Woman always loves to diſpute about nothing, and fuch a 
Spirit of Contradiction runs away with her, I 1 had lief 
ſit in the Stocks, as talk to her: however, for * pri- 
vate Satisfaction | 

Fran. Indeed, Sir, I think it will be better ſo. | 

Sir Gilb. Well! well! then I'll tell her my Reſolution 
inſtantly. 

Char, Ah! poor Para! what a witked Diſtreſs have we 
brought 
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brought him to? Now will he rather run upon the Mouth 
of a Cannon, than let us ſee he is afraid of Gunpowder. 
Fan. How my Lady will bounce when he mentions: it! 
[Nſide. 
Sir Gilb. O! here's my Lady; Pl ſpeak to her now. 
Fran. If youpleaſe, we'll retire, that you may have no 


Interruption. | 


Sir G:4b. Do ſo, you ot, arr uu 're right. 
TE; Fran. and Char. 


Enter Lady Wrangle, driving a Maid- Servant in before ber. 


L. r. Out of my Doors, you Dunce! you illiterate 
Monſter! What! could not you read? could not you | 
ſpell ? where were your Eyes, you brainleſs Idiot ? | 

Sir Gilb. Heyday ! heyday ! what's the matter now ? 

L. Vr. Go! eb e of Egypt. 
Maid. Indeed, Madam, I did not know it was of any 
uſe, it was ſo blotted and blurred, I took it for waſte Paper. 

L. Vr. Blurred ! you Driveler! was ever any Piece per- 
fect, that had not Corrections, Raſures, Interlineations, 
and Improvements Does not the very Original ſhew, that 
_ the Mind is warmeſt," it's never ſarigfied with its 
words : 

Inucipit, & dubitat; ſcribit, dammatgue label, 05 

Et notat, & delet; mutat, 'culpatque probatg ne, 4 

SirGilb. O Lord! now the Learned Fit's upon her, the 

Devil won't be able to deal with her. - Aſide. 


IL. Vr. What have you done with it, you Dolthead ? 


where is it? fetch it, let me ſee it, I ſay. 
Sir Gilb, Pray, my Lady Wrangle, what is all this Rout 
about ? 
2 O1 nothing to be ſure ! I am always e 

na e 

Sir Gilb. Why look you now, did 1 ſay any ſuch thing, 

L. Wr. I don't care if you did. 

Sir Gilb. It's very hard a Man wy not ask a civil Queſ 
tion in his on Houſe. 

IL. Mr. Ay, do, ſide with ber, take herpart; do, ao, 
uphold her in her mpudence. 

Sir Gilb, Why, my Lady, did I ſay a word to her? 

L. Vr. Pray, Mr. Wrangle, give me leave to govern | 
my on Servants Don't you know, when I am out of 


Temper, I won't be talk'd to: Have not I * oe 


11 here, do you think ::: os 
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Sir Gilb. Why, ay, that's true too hy, you confi- 
dent Jade! how dare you put my Lady into ſuch a violent 
Paſhon ? F a 
Maid. Indeed, Sir, I don't know, not I. - ¶ I bimpering. 
L. Wr. Pray, Mr. Wrangle, meddle with your own Bu- 
ſineſs the Fault's to me, and, ſure, I am old enough 
to correct her myſelf. | 
Sir Gilb. Why, what a dickens, mayn't I be of your 
Ps neither? *Sheart !' Ican't be in the wrong on both 
ides. e as 
2 Mr. ] don't know any Buſineſs you have on either 
. | 107 
Sir Gilb. Nay, if a Man muſt not ſpeak at all, it's ano- 
ther Caſe. W e eee BY 
L. Vr. Lord! you are ſtrangely teizing well, come 
ſpeak——what ! what! what is't you would ſay now? 
Sir Gilb. Nay, nothing, not 1; I only ask what's the 
Matter ? e i DEE 
L. Vr. I can't tell you, the Provocation's too great for 
words. | M | 
Sir Gilb. Well! well! well! | | 
L. Vr. What here ftill? Am I to have no account of it 
then? What have you done with it, you Monſter ? 
Maid. Madam, the Cook took it out of my Hand, as I 
was coming down Stairs with it; he ſaid he wanted it. 
L. Vr. The Cook ! run! fly, and bid the Villain ſend 
it me this moment. | Exit Maid. 
Sir Gilb. Why, what-the-dickens ! the ſenſeleſs Jade 
has not given him a Flanders Laced-Head to boil his Cab- 
bage in, has ſhe ?' N 1 
L. ur. Pſhah ! do you ever ſee me concern'd for ſuch. 
Trifles ? | 150 
Sir Gilb. Or has ſhe let the Raſcal ſinge his Fowls with 
4 Bank-Bill? | 5 25 Aal 
I. Vr. If ſhe had, do you think I would give myſelf 
ſuch Pain about that either? | 1 
Sir Gilb, Hah! this muſt be ſome abominable thing in- 
deed then. | k: | 
L. Vr. The Loſs, for ought I know, may be irreparable. 
W o_ Oh ! then ſhe has loſt your Diamond Necklace, 
1 1UPPOre. | p . 
L. Vr. Pray don't plague me, tis impoſſible to expreſs 
the Wick edneſe of i. 125 | pa * 


* 
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Sir Gilb, What! the Devil! the. Cook has hot got the 
Slut with Child, has he 2 | 

L. r. Worſe ! worſe a thouſand times! 

Sir Gilb. Worſe! what than playing the W or 
Thief? Then the Jade has certainly committed Murder. 

L. Mr. The moſt barbarous that ever was 

Sir Gilb, Hok * ! then ſhe has broke Pug's Neck, to be 
ſure. Aſide. 
L. Vr. The Changeling Innocent has given that ſavage 
Beaſt, the Cook, my whole new Tranſlation of the Paſ- 
fon af byblis, for waſte Paper, to be totn or W 1 to a 
thouſand ſordid Ules. 

Sir Gilb. Nay then—— 

Lr. And I have not another ao in a World, if it 
were to ſave Mankind from Extirpation. 

Sir Gill. I'm glad on't with all my Heart; now could 
L laugh (if I durſt) moſt immoderately. [ Aſide. 

L. Wr. Now, Miſtreſs! have you brought it? 

5 [Re-enter Maid. 

Maid. Madam, the Cook ſays, he has skewer'd | it on to 
the Roaſt- Beef, and he can't take it off he won't burn 
his Meat for nobody, not he, he ſays. 

L. Wr. Here! call the Footman : He won't ! bid them | 
drag the Raſcal hither by the Ears, or I'll have 'them 
nailed down to the Dreſſer for his Impudence——11 turn 
the Villain out of my Houſe this moment. [Exit Maid. 

Sir Gilb. Come, come, my Lady, don't be in a Hear 
about 2 Triſſe; I am glad to find its no worſe. 

L. . Worſe! had he robb'd the Houſe, and after 
fir'di it, I could ſooner have forgiven him. 

Sir Gilb. Hah! thank you for that, Madam, but I ſhould 
not. 
L. Vr. Tou! you ſhould not! What would be your 
Injury compar'd to mine? What I'm concern'd for, the 
kl learned World, even to Poſterity, may feel the 
Loſs of. 

Sir Gilb. Well! well! have a little Patience; may be, 
the may get it again. And now. you talk of Polterity, my 

Eddy Vrangle, I have ſome Thoughts of marrying my 
Daughter Charlotte; as for Sophronia, you know 

Fig Mr. I know, that one won't, and t'other ſhan't mar- 
ry; ſhe is a pert forward thing, and has diſoblig'd' me, 
and therefore I']] puniſh her as I think fit—l deſire you 


wont name her to me, you ſee J have other things in my 
Head: 
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Head: all greas'd, and burnt to Aſhes, I ſuppoſe. _ 

Sir Gilb. T had better talk to her another time, I believe. 
Enter ſeveral Servants with the Coo. 


Li We. O! are you come at laſt, Sir ? Pray, how durſt 
you ſend me ſuch an impudent Anſwer ? 


Cook. I did not ſend an impudent Anſwer, Madam; I' 


only ſaid the Meat would be ſpoiled: But here ſhe comes, 
and makes a Noiſe, and a Rout, and a Clatter about no- 
thing at all and ſo every impertinent Jade here takes 
upon her — Oons ! a Man can't do his Bufineſs in 
quiet for them. = 
L. Vr. Hold your nonſenſical Tongue, Sir, and give me 
the Paper I ſent for. ! 224 W $34 
Coo. Paper! This is what ſhe gave me. | 
| Hu olds it on aSkewer, all greaſy. 
L. Vr. O my Heavens! What a Spectacle! not one 
Line legible, though an Empire were to purchaſe it. 
Look ! look 1. look! you Monſter. Holding bim. 
Sir Gilb. $0! here will be rare Doings. AA 
L Cook, Ooons! what a Life's here about a Piece of foul 
aper ? | ue ” 1 
Vr. A Life, you Villain ! your whole Life can't make 
me amends for what you have done——T'll have you beat 
out of this Houſe, till every Bone in your Body's broke 
for this, Sirrah. | Nin 41 12 
Cook. Beat, Madam! Blood ! I won't be beat l did 
not come here for that I'll be out of your Houſe pre- 
ſently Pl ſee who will break my Bones then and 
ſo there's on e of your Napkins, Madam: as for your Sheet 
of * there's a Halfpenny for't; and now take your 


. 


Courſe—— know how to get my Wages, I'll warrant 


you There's Law for Servants as well as other People. 
| [Exit Cooke. 


Sir Gilb. Go! go! mind your Buſineſs, you filly Tam 


Ladle you. | . 
L. Wr. Ay ! this is always the Effect of your Indul - 
gence; no wonder I have no power over them: if you 


had the leaſt Grain of Spirit, you would have broke the 
Raſcal's Head for me. | [ 


Sir Gilb. Pſhah ! there's no Occaſion for it——let's ſee 7 


let's ſee [ Takes up the Paper.] Come, come, this 
matter may be made jo 85 Blood ſhed e 
| * re! 
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but your Worſhip's a very 


tick Salt in it. 


here! umb! umh !——by the way I believe this Beef's 
enough, it ſmells bravely of the Gravy, 
L. Vr. What! then I am your Jeſt, it ſeams. 
Sir Gilb. Pooh! prithee be quiet, 1 tell you, I am ſe- 
rĩous ay] it's x lain to be read ſtill. [Aeads.] 
Ala poor Maid voifd do (the Gods, I'm ſure, 
1 20 Can tell) I've ufer d to compleat my Curt — Cure i 
Hah, poor Soul got the foul Diſeaſe, I ſuppoſe. ' 
L. Mr. Your obſcene, Comment, Mr. Mraugle, is more 
proyok ing than the Inſolence of your Servants: But I muſt 
tell you, Sir, I will never cat or ſleep in your-Heuſe more, 
if that Raſcal 1s not turn'd out of it this mament. . 
- Maze. I hope your Lady ſhip is not in earne ſt, Madam. 
L. Vr. What! do you prate, Mrs. Miu ny?! 
Maid. Indeed, Madam, if John's to be turn'd away, I 
an' t ſtay in the Family: for tho he is ſometimes a little 
haſty to a body, yet I have reaſon to know he is an honeſt- 
hearted Man in the main ; and I have too much kindneſs 
for him to ſtay in any Service, where he is to be abuſed. 
L. Vr. What you are in love with him, Mrs. Trollop, 
ars Nn 23-0 „ de Diele lenade ber. 
Maid. Ods my Life ! Madam, I won't be ſtruck by no- 


body; and if I do love him, What's that to anybody? 


and I don't know Why poor Folks mayn't be in love as 
well as their Betters. ens thy o \ | 
Sir Gilb. Come! come hold your Tongue, Hufſy. - 
Maid. Sir, I can't hold 1 though I can't ſay 
kind Maſter: But as for my 

Lady, the Devil would nat live with her; and ſo, Madam, 


Ideſire you will provide yourſelf. lings off. 
Sir Gilb. Odzines, Madam, at this rate I ſhall have 


neither Dinner to eat, nor Bed to lie on: What Servants 
will bear this Life, do you think? You have no mote Tem- 
per than a — Why how ſhould a filly Wench know 
what your impertinent Poetry was good for? 


L. Vr. Impertinent * I'd have you know, Mr. Ignorant, 
there's not a Line in the whole, that has not the true At- 


Sir Gilb. Well! and now there's Eugliſh Salt in it; and, 
I think, the Reliſh of one's as good as t'other. 

L. Vr. Mr. WWrangte'* if you have no Senſe of the Soul's 
Diviner Faculties, know I have, and can reſent theſe 
vulgar Inſults. You ſhall find, Sir, that a ſuperior Un- 
derſtanding has a proportion d Spirit to ſupport its Dignity. 
| 1 


1 
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Let me have inſtant Reparation, or, by my injur'd Genius, 
I'll ſet your Houſe and Family in a Blaze. [Ex. L. Wr. 
Sir Gilb, Why, then, blaze and burn by yourſelf; for 


11 go out of the Houſe. Going off, be is met by 
Frankly and Charlotte. 


Fran, Have you ſeen my Lady, Sir ? 

Sir Gilb. Yes, yes, I have ſeen her but I don't 
know——ſhe——ſhe—— 

Fran. Don't come into it, I luppoſe. 33 | 

Sir Gilb. Umh ! no, not readily——in ſhort, the Houſe 
is all untiled. 

Char. Lord, Sir! what filthy thing's this? [Seeing the Paper. 

Sir Gilb. Ay, there's the Butineſs——4a Brat of my 
Lady's Brain, that has got a Miſchance 3 that's all. 

Fran. Some roaited Poetry, I preſume. 5 
Sir Gilb. Ay, ay; the, the, the Paſſion of Bibhle-Babble; 
I don't know what ſhe calls it: But ſhe has been in ſuch 
a Fume hete, . that half the Servants are going to leave 
the Houſe about it——Zarlotte, you can wheedle upon 
Occafion, prithee ſtep into the Hall, and ſee if you can 
make up this matter among them. 14 . 

Char, I'll do my beſt, Sir. [Exit Char, 

Han. Poor Lady! ſhe is a little apt to be over-concern'd 

for her Poet. F 

Sir Gilb, Concern d! Odsblews ! if a Line on't happens 
to be miſlaid; ſhe's as mad as a blind Mare that has loft 
her Foal; ſhe'll run her Head _—_ 4 Stone-wall to re- 
cover it : All the uſe I find of her Learning, is, that it fur- 
niſhes her with more words to ſcold with. | 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, Mr. Granger's come, and Mr. Witling. - | 
Sir Gb. O! that's well! come, Mr. Frankly, let's all 
go into the Dining-Room together; mayhap, ſhe may be 
afham'd to be in a Paſſion . Company. f 
Fran. At leaſt we may keep her within Bounds, Sir. 
Sir Gilb. You're right! you're right! Ah! it's a very 
hard Caſe! there's no Condition of Life without Plague 
and Trouble Why, moſt People think now I have For- 
tune enough to make ten Men of Quality happy 


And yet you ſee bow odly Things are carried "6h bod $ 
Tis true; Im worth a Million, but=I'm married, [Ex. 
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Granger and Frankly. 

None word, Granger, thou art a very dangerous 
Fellow; I did not believe it poſſible thy blunt 
Humour could have concealed ſo exquiſite a 

E Flatterer: Why thou art more in my Lady's Fa- 
vour in half an Hour, than all my Art could make me in 
half a Lear. 1 | 8 0 5 

Gran, Have not xe i told you, Fraykly, that one 
civil thing from a downright Dealer, goes farther. than a 
thouſand from a Man of general Complaiſance? How do 
you think I firſt gain'd Credit with Sopbronia ? not (as you 
expected to do it) by an implicite Admiration 3 but the 
contrary, inſolently laughing at her pretending to Prin- 
ciples, which I would not allow her capable to compre- 
hend or practiſe. Now this 1 iqued her into an 
Impatience to mend my Opinion o 4 ſo the more 
difficult I ſeem'd to be convinc'd of her Virtues, the more 
eaſy I made it to mend her (on of me. | 

Fran. And if thou haſt not done it effectually, I know 
nothing of the Sex: Why ſhe bluſh'd Man, like a Da- 
mask Roſe, when you firſt came into the Rom. 

Gran. Did not I tell you too, her Quarrel and Spleen to 
you would be of Service ro me ? 

Fran. O! palpably! I was ready to burſt to ſee her 
2 and {ſmile at me, upon your growing particular to 


\ © Il *'3 
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Gran. And what pains ſhe took, to make you obſerve, 
that ſhe „ ha! ha! 
Fran. Yes, I did obſerve, indeed, that the whole Din- 
ner time ſhe was never two Minutes without ſtealing a 
Glance at you. 8 tal | 
Gran, O bleſs me! I can't bear the Inſolence of my own 
Imagination! What a dear Confuſion will ſhe feel? What 
a Vermilion Shame will ſpread through all that lovely 
Form if ever her Fleſh and Blood ſhould happen to 
muriny ? er es — 
: Fran. 
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1 Which, to tell you che Truth, I think it does al- 
ready. | | 

— But the Misfortune is, I have flatter d my Lady 
into ſo Ur a Humour, by engaging to make out a fair 
Copy of her baited Verſes there, that, I doubt, ſhe won't 
be able to leave me alone with Sphronia, 

Fran. Never fear; her Malice is too buſy, in ſetting up 
Witling againit me, to interrupt you. 

Gran. There indeed I have ſome hopes. 

Fran. believe I ſhall be able to aſſiſt them, and in part 
to return the Favour you have done me with Sir Gilbert. 

Gran. Any thing in my power you may be ſure of but 
ſee, he's here ! 


Enter Sir Gilbert. 


Sir Gilb. O! your Servant, Gentlemen; I thought we 
had loſt you. 

Gran. Your Pardon, Sir, we had only a word or two in 
private. 

Fran, We were juſt coming in to the Company. 

Sir Gilb. In troth, and I can tell you, the ſooner the bet- 
tex ; for there's my Lady and Charlotte are going to play 
all the Game upon us. | 

Fran. Never fear, Sir; as long as you have given me 
leave to go Charlotte's halves, ſhe'll make the moſt of her 
Cards, I'll warrant you. 

Sir Gilb. I don't know that, but I am ſure Mitling yon- 

deris making the moſt of his time : his Wit, or his Impu- 
dence have got him into ſuch high Favour with my Lady, 
that ſhe's railing at you like a Fury, and crying him up 
for an Angel: In ſhort, Charlotte has diſcover'd all your 
Affair with her, and has plainly told him you are his Ri- 
val. But it ſeems, Sir, your Pretenſions are ſo ridiculous, 
that they are all three cracking their Sides in a full Chorus 
of laughing at you. 

Fran, Sir, I am oblig'd to you for your Concern 3 but, 
in all this, Charlotte is acting no wrong part, I can afſurs 


— . 
, Sir Gilb. No 2 Od ſheart ! I tell you ſhe's co- 
quetting to him, with every wicked Limb about her 
and is as full of her Airs there, as a handſome Widow to 
a young Lord in the Lobby, when ſhe has a Suit depending 


in the Houſe of Peers. | 


Fran, Better {till, the more likely to carry her Cauſe, = 
E 3 ir 
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Sir Gilb. Carry her Cauſe! carry her Coxcomb, Sir; for 
ou'll ſee, that will be the end on't : ſhe'll be carry'd off 

berſelf, Sir. Why, Man, he is going to beleaguer her with 

a whole Army of Fidlers yonder ; there are fix Coach- 

Loads of them now at the Door, all ftow'd fore and aft, 

with nothing but. Caſes of Inſtruments: Such a Concourſe 

of Cat-guts, you'd ſwear one of their ſqualling Eunuchs 
were roaſting alive here. 

Fran. Believe me, Sir, there is no Terror in all this 
Preparation 3 for fince you are pleaſed to think Mr. Gran- 
ger's Security and mine ſufficient againſt any Damage you 
can ſuffer from your Contract with Vitling, do you but 
ſtand it out ſtoutly with my Lady, and I'll engage to 
diſmount his Muſical Battery with a Child's Whiſtle. 

Sir Gilb. My Lady! Pſhaw! waw! What doſt talk of 
her, Man? Why I tell you, PI put her into a Mouſe- 
hole, provided you engage to bring me off with Mitling. 
Gran. Your Security ſhall be fign'd the minute it can 
be drawn, Sir. ) 

Sir Gilb. That's h3 I have order'd my Lawyer to 
ſend his Clerk with it, before he brings the Deed of Con- 
ſent that Tam to fign ro Witling: But give me leave to 
tell you again, Gentlemen, I really don't underſtand the 
Girl's way of proceeding all this while. 

Fran. Why, Sit-—don't you know that Mitling is the 

vaineſt Rogue upon Earth? ©» + 

Sir Gilb. I grant it. ) | LE 

Fran. And conſequently, that the Pride of outwitting 
you in your Daughter, gives him more pleafure than either 
lier Perſon or her Portion? 

Sir Gilb. Not unlikely. (14.4 

Fran. And can you think, that from the ſame natural 
Infolence, he would not rather ſeem to owe his. Triumph 
over a Rival too, rather to his own Merit, than any Acci- 
dent of Fortune ? „„ said 

Sir Gitb. I grant you that oo. 
Fran, Why then, Sir, if Charlatte were to deſpiſe him, 
we are {ure he would then inſiſt upon his Bargain; but 
while ſhe fletters him, and you and I only laugh at him, 
he may be vain enough to truſt his Triumph to her Choice 
and Inclmation only. b var if -þ 

Sir Gib. O! now I begin to take you: So that, if he 
is rightly handled among us, you propoſe that Charlotte 
will be able to coquette him out of his Contract. 


Fran. 
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Fran, Nay, it's her own Project, Sir; and ] can't reall 
think we have an ill Chance for it at worft : But we mull 
leave it all to her now. In Love-Affairs, you know, Sir, 
Women have generally wifer Heads than we. 
Sir Gilb. Troth! I don't wholly diflike it; and if I 
don't handle him roundly on my part— _ | 
Gran, Huſh! my Lady—— 
Fran. Anon I'll tell you more, Sir. 


Enter Lady Wrangle and Sophronia. 


L. V. Well, Sophronia, fince 1 ſee this giddy: Girl is 
neither to be form'd by Precept or Example; it's at leaſt 
ſome Conſolation, to find her natural Inconſtancy ſo effec- 
tually mortifies that vile Apoſtate, Frankly. 


Sopb. Yet I am amaz'd he ſhould not be more movd 


at her Infidelity. . | 
L. V. You know, he's vain, and thinks his Merit may 
fleep in full Security. But now! to rouze him from his 
Dream 0] Mr. Granger! I am ſorry you left us; I 
am perfectly kill'd with Laughing! There's Mr. Witling 
has had ſuch infinite Humour! He has entertain'd us 
more than ten Comedies. — * | | 
Gran. O! Pray, Madam, let us go in and participate. 
L. V. By no means; he's now alone with his Miktreſs, 
and *twould be barbarous to interrupt them. 
Gran. His Miſtreſs, Madam! | 
L. M. Ay! with Charlotte; and, you know, Lovers ſo 
near their Happineſs are apt to like no Company ſo well 
as their own. | 


Fran, D'ye hear, Sir? [To Sir Gilb. apart. 


Sir Gilb. I told you how it was. [To Fran. apart, 
L. V. Beſide, he is going to give us a little Mufick 3 
and I think this Room will be more convenient. = 
Gran. He is a fortunate Man indeed, Madam, to be ſo 
well with the young Lady already. | 
L. V. There's no accounting for that idle Paſſion in un- 
cultivated Minds: I am not ſurpriz'd at her Forwardneſs, 
— the vulgar Education Mr. MWrangle has given 
er. a 
Sir Gilb. Od ſheart, Madam] don't diſparage my Girl: 
She has had a more uſeful Education than your Lady flip. 
L. V. O] no doubt! ſhe has ſhewn moſt hopeful Effect 
on't, indeed! by hanging upon every young Fellow's 
Neck, that does but ask her the Queſtion. 
1 E 4 Fran. 
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Fran. Whatever Faults Charlotte may have, Madam, 1 
i knew her take pleaſure in expoſing thoſe of other 
eople. | 

LW O! cry you mercy, Sir; you have great reaſon 
to defend her, I don't queſtion : She is a Saint in your 
Eye, to be ſure, 

Fran. Were ſhe weak enough to imagine a ſuperficial 
Learning could make her one, tis poſſible, her Failings 
then, like other People's, might have been more conſpi- 
cuous. 

L. V. What do you mean, Sir? ' / 

Fran. I mean, Madam, that as ſhe does not read Ari- 
ſtotle, Plato, Plutarch, or Seneca, ſhe is neither romantic k 
or vain of her Pedantry; and as her Learging never went 
higher than Bickerftaff's Tailers, her Manners are conſe- 
quently natural, modeſt, and agreeable. 

Sir Gilb. Ah! well ſaid, Frazkly. uA lde. 
I. V. Since I am told you were once in love with her, 
I ſhall ſay no more, but leave her own immediate Beha- 
viour, to confirm your good Opinion, of her Virtues. 
Ha! ha! 4295 
- Gran. While the Lovers of this Age, Madam, have ſo 
deprav'd' a Taſte, we muſt not wonder, if our modern 
fine Ladies are apt to run into Coquetry : They are now 
forced to it in their own Defence; if they don't make Ad- 
vances, they ſtand as lonely and uſeleſs as untenanted 
Houſes :' ſo that Coquetry, it ſeems, is no more than ſet- 
ting a Bill upon their Door, that Lovers in Diſtreſs may 
read as they paſs Here are Nights Lodgings to be lett. 
I. V. O! they are moſt hoſpitable Dames indeed: At- 
ter this, methinks, the more proper Appellation for Co- 
queites ſhould be that of Landladies. + Servant whiſpers 
L. W.] I'll come, and give Orders myſelf. [Exit L. W. 
Spb. I don't know any one alive, that looks upon the 
Degeneracy of Mankind with ſo diſcerning an eye, as Mr. 
Prangen; but I am afraid it will therefore draw him into 
my Misfortune, of being as odious to the Illiterate of his 
Sex, as I am to thoſe of mine. 7 

Gran. If that were as juſt a Reaſon, Madam, for your 
having a favourable; Opinion of me, as it is for my per- 
fect Admiration of you, we ſhould each of us have till 
2 Friends as any wiſe Man or Woman ought to 
deute. | > FRO44 | 

Fran. Do you mind that, Sir? —. Lo 

J | ir 
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Sir Gilb. A fly Rogue! he knows how to tickle her up, 
I ſee. BEE | Apart. 
Soph. And yet the rude World will ſay, perhaps, that 
our mutual Enmity to them has reduc'd us to a F i 
for one another. — | 
Gran. That's a Reproach can never reach you, Madam; 
ſo much Beauty cannot but have-its Choice of Friends 
and Admirers: A Form ſo bright and perfect, like a Co- 
met in the Hemiſphere, where'er it moves, muſt ſet 
Mankind on gazing. | 
Spb. Fy! Mr. Granger“ 
Sir Gill. What a dickens ! will ſhe ſwallow that blazing 


Star now? [ Apart. 
Fran. Ay, as he has dreſs'd it, and drink after it too, 
Sir. | [ Apart. 


Sph. I mind not Multitudes, 

Gran. Pardon me, I know you have a Soul above them; 
and I really think it the Misfortune of your Perſon, to 
have been ſo exquiſitely fair, that where your Virtue 
would preſerve, your Eyes deſtroy ; they give involuntary 
Love: where'er you paſs, in ſpite -of all -your Innocence, 
th ey wound=—Juvenumgue prodis Publica Cura. | 

Soph. Alas! my Eyes are turn'd upon myſelf; and fo 
little do I mind the Follies of other People, that I ſome- 
times find myſelf alone, in the midſt of. a Publick Circle. 

Gran. I cannot wonder at that, Madam, fince our beſt 
Aſſemblies are generally made up of illiterate Beings, 
that when they are alone, find themſelves in the worſt 
Company; and ſo are reduc'd to come abroad, tho meer- 
ly to meet, and hate one another. 

Soph. What Charms then can you ſuppoſe I could have 
for a World, that has ſo few for me? Beſide, at moſt, 
the Men of modern Gallantry gaze upon a Woman of 
real Virtue, only as Atheiſts look into a fine Church; 
from Curioſity, not Devotion: They may admire its Or- 
naments and Architecture, but have neither Grace or 
Faith for farther Adoration. | 

| Gran. All Men are not Infidels; of me, at leaſt, you 
have a Convert: And tho, the ſenſual Practice of the 
World had made me long deſpair of ſuch Perfection in a 
mortal Mould ; yet, when the Rays of Truth Celeſtial 
broke in upon my Senſe, my conſcious Heart at once 
confeſs'd the Deity : I proftrate fell a Proſelyte to Vir- 
tue; and now, its chaſte Deſires enlarge my Soul, and 
raiſe me to Seraphick Joy, Sotb, 
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Soph. Harmonwus Sounds! Celeftial Tranſports! [ Aſide. 
Sir. Gilb. O dear! O dear! was ever ſuch a wicked 
— — he'll make her go to Prayers with 
i ently 1 | Alide. 
Soph. No more—we are obſery'd: Theſe 8 
Emanations of the Soul defire not vulgar Ears Some 
fitter time may offer till when - 

Gran. Till then be hufh'd our Joys. [ Gran. leaves 
ber, aud joins the Men, while Soph. walks apart 1 7 
Soph. Our Joys indeed! ſuch was, in Paradiſe, our fir 

Parents Joy, before they fell from Innocence to Shame. 
Fran. [To Gran. ] Why did not you go on with her? We 
thought you were in a fine way: Sir Gilbert and J were 
juſt going to ſteal off. 6 
Gran. Soft and fair, Sir: A Lady of her Delicacy muſt 
be carried, like a Taper new lighted, gently forward; if 
you hurry her———uurt ſhe goes. | | | 
Sir Gilb. You're right, you're right——Now: you ſhalt 
fee me manage her a little; I'll ſpeak a good word for 
you——rs hum W Ne 

. Graz. Huſh!—not for the World, Sir Death! you'll 
ſpoil all don't you ſee ſhe is in Contemplation? 

Sir Gilb. What it ſhe be, Man? we muſt not humour 
her, till ſhe is ſtark mad neither. Sopbroxia! how doſt 
thou do, Child ? 

Sh. [Repeating] ——=———Tbe Earth 
Gate ſign of Gratulation, and each Hill. 

Jo yous the Birds; jreſh Gales and gentle Airs 
Wbiſper'd it to the Woods,” and, from their Wings 
Flung Roſe, flung Odours, from the ſpicy Shrub 
D!) poͤrting— | 
Sir Giib. — pretty, I proteit ; very pretty Theſe 

amorous Scraps of Fancy in thy Head make me hope, 
that Love is not far from thy Heart, 7 2. 
| Love,; Sir, was ever in my Heart; but ſuch a 
Love, as the blind Homer of this Britiſh Ifle, in rhymeleſ: 
Harmony ſublimely fings—— $635 
Sir Gilb. Well, and prithee what doos he ſay of it? 
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 - » The Thought, amd Heart enlarges ; has bis Seat 

Te In Reaſon, and is judicious, is the Scale, 
Buy which to Heavenly Love thou mayſt aſcend. | 
Sir Gib. Very good again; and troth, I'm glad to hear 
thou art ſo heartily reconciled to it. cog -bre 4 


Soph. 
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. Eafier than Air with Air, if Spirits embvace, 
Total they mix, Union of ure with Pure 
| Deſiring— 
Sir Gill. Ah! there I doubt we are 2 title crazy. [ Aſide. 
Soph. This Iron Age, fo fraudulent and bold, 
Touch'd with this Love, would be an e of Gold. tf 
Sir Gilb. O-lud ! O-lud! this will never [Afide. 
Gran. So! ſhe has given the old Gentleman his Belly- 
full, I ſee: Well, Sir! how do you find her? 
Sir Gill. Ah! Soul! piteous bad! All upon the 
Tantivy again! You muſt e'en undertake yourſelf; for 
I can do no good — her But here comes Love wa 
another kind. 


Enter Charlotte, Withng, and Lady * 

Char. O Siſter! here's Mr. Wiiling has writ the prettieſt 
Cantata ſure, that ever made Muſick enchanting. 

m_ Jam glad, Sifter, you are reconcil'd to any of his 
Performances. 

Wi. O fy! Madam, ſhe only rallies——A meer Trifle. 

Fran. That I dare ſwear it is. 

Wit. Ha! ha! no doubt on't; if you could like it, it 
muſt be an extraordinary Piece indeed, Tom. You ſee, 
my little Rogue, we have crabb'd him already. 
Aſide to Char. 

L. V. Mr. Frankly is a meer modern Critick, that makes 
Perſonal — the Rule of his Judgment 3 but to 
2 what one never ſaw, is making ſhore Work in- 

ee g 

Fran. With Submiſſien, Madam, I can ſee no ; oa 
18 in preſuming, that a Magpye can't ſing 

ightingale. 

Vit. No, nor an Owl look like a Peacock neither: Halle: 

L. V. and Char. Ha !- hal ha! 

L. V. Perfectly pleaſant. 

Char. O! Wit to an Infinity! | 

Fran. Much good may do you with your Canary- Bird, 


Madam. [To Char. 
Char. O! Sir, I am ſorry you are exhauſted 3 but when 


Wit's upon the Lee, no wonder it runs into Rudeneſs. | 
Fran, I don't wonder at my not hitting your Taite, Ma- 

dam, when ſuch Stuff as his can go down with you. 
Wit. My Stuff, dear Tom, was com . ely for ms 


Entertainment of this Lady; and likes it, T 
will 


* 
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will allow, that you, of all Mankind, have moſt reaſon to 
find fault with it. Ha! ha! | DP. 

Char. Nay, if he ſhould like it, even I will then give it 
up to the World as good for nothing. | 


Fran. Then it's in danger, I can tell you, Madam; for 
1 ſhall certainly like it, becauſe, I am ſure, it will be 


good for nor Y 


Char. A pleaſant Paradox. 


Fran. None at all, Madam; for fince I find your Heart 
is like Stock, to be transfer d upon a Bargain, it will be 
ſome pleaſure, at leaſt, to ſee the Groflneſs of your 
Choice revenge me on your Infidelity. 

Wit. Poor Tom! What are the Grapes ſour, my Dear ? 
Ha! ha! ha! 
Char. Pſhah! never mind him: The Cantata, dear Mr. 


Mitling, the Cantata. N Es, 


L. V. O! by all means; pray oblige us, Sir. 


Mu. Immediately, Madam; but all things in order: 


firſt give me leave to regale the good Company with a 
ſmall Craſh of Inſtrumental. 
IL. V. As you pleaſe, Sir. bf 
Wit. Hey! Signior Carboxell; Vi Piace d'mtrare ? 
221 | 12 [The Muſick enter. 
L. V. Mr. Granger, won't you pleaſe to fit? 
Sir Gilb, Ay, ay, come, Gentlemen; but in earneſt, does 
this Puppy really pretend to fing ? | 
Fran. Much as Ve pretends to Wit, Sir; he can make 
2 noiſe, at leaſt.” | N 
Sir Gilb. But the Whelp has no Voice. 
Fran. O! Sir, that's out of faſhion: Your beſt Maſters 
ſeldom have any: 
Sir Gi/b. Then I would not give a fig for their Muſick, 
Sir; I would as lief ſee a Cripple dance: But let's hear 
what the Fiddles can do. [They play a Sonata.] Well! 
and what! we are to ſuppoſe this is very fine now, ha! 
Fran. No douht on't, Sir; at leaſt it will not be ſafe to 
ſay the contrary.” | | 
Sir Gilb. Well! well! for a quiet Life then, very fine 
let it be; but I wiſh I could hear a Lancaſbire Hornpipe 


for all that. 


. 


IL. V. Come, dear Sir, no more Apologies. [To Wit. 
Gran. See, Sir! Mr. Witling is going to entertain us. 
Sir Gib. Ay! that muſt be rare Stuff indeed. 
Vit. Upon my Life, Madam, I have no more your 
_—_ than 
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than a Kcttle- Drum; beſide, this is for a Treble, and out 
of my Compals. | 

Char. O! no matter; feign it, dear Mr. VWitling! 

Wit. I would fain oblige you, Madam; but yet, me- 
thinks, nothing done, to pleaſe you, ſhould be feign'd 
neither, Madam. 

Fran. Hah! he would fain be witty, I ſee 3 but don't 
trouble yourſelf, Madam, he has as much mind to fing, 
as you have to hear him: Tho, Heaven knows, his Voice 
is like his Modeſty, utterly forced; Nature has nothing 
to do with either of them. 

Wit, Whatever my Modeſty is, dear Tom, thy Uneaſi- 
neſs I am ſure is natural; that comes from thy Heart, I 
dare anſwer for it. Ha! ha! ha! 

Fran. O thou happy Rogue! —- 

Wit. But, Madam, if I fing, you ſhall promiſe me to 
dance then. 8 

Char. O] any Compoſition; I'll do it with all my heart. 

L. V. But the Words firſt 3 dear Sir, read them out. 

Wit. Well, Ladies, fince you muſt-have it 

Sir Gilb. He is a curſed while about it, methinks 

Wit. You muſt know then, this Cantata is of a different 
Species from the Paſſion generally expreſs'd in our mo- 
dern Opera's; for there — ſee your Lover uſually ap- 
1 the fair Lady with Sighs, Tears, Torments, and 

ying : Now here, I ſhow you the way of making Love 
like a pretty Fellow; that is, like a Man of Senſe, all 
Life and G ayety——As for example. 

Char, Pray mind. : | 

Wit. [Reading] Thus to a Penſive Swain, 

Who long had lov'd in vain, 

Thyrſis the ſecret Arts 

f gaining Hearts 
From cold Diſdain, 

Þ To bis deſpairing Friend imparts. . 

Wit. So far Recitative———Now for the Air 4 
Spb. Don't en think, Mr. Granger, that the double 
Dative Caſes of—to a penſive Swain, to his deſpairing Friend, 
almoſt reduce this to Nonſenſe 2 — | 

Gran. Juſtly obſerv'd, Madam; but, you know, Non- 
ſenſe and Harmony are reconciled of late, | 


Wit. 


—— ae ces a — 


— » 
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cal. 


Wit. Would you woe her 
With Succeſs ? 
Up to ber, We 
| Purſue ber ei nit e 
With Life and Addreſs. | 1 


Now ſeize ber, 
And teize ber, 
| And hiſs ber, N 
"7 > pleaſe her, 
Till ripe 7 the . 
8 Wa warm hen, 
a Alarm ber, W 5 
; © Diſarm way gk a tee 
1 warrant dee By, 


0 Part I _—_— 
But to pine and en, 9 "TR 
Or 5 2170 tr 
5-7 a ww 
- Is fruitleſs Pain, | wv 
 Tudur'd in uam 
Silent Woes and Looks of — 
Will never, never win the Fair. 


End with the gd Strain. 


Met. Ah you little Rogue. * [To Charlot. 
L. Mr. Infinitoly pretty! Nothing ſure was ever ſo mu- 


Char. Sing, fing it, dear Mr. Watling I am on Tiptoe 


Wi. Well Madam, if yon bear itin 4 Falſetto. | 
; [He Hag. 
cha OCare!' Cv! Wir pes | 
Wit. Anima mia | nt 
Spb. [To Gran. ] How happy are the Selt conceited 
and yet, if he had not ſung now, this Wretch's| Folly and 
Ignorance had been leſs conſpicuous. f 
Gran, 


LF, 
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Gran, Right, Madam; but you know a Man muſt have 
variety of Parts to make anaccompliſh'd Coxcomb. - 
&ph. I ſcarce think Poetry is more abus'd than Muſick, 
by its vain Pretenders, he; 0 Fr >; 
Gran. And yet 'tis hard to ſay, Madam, whether thoſe. 
Pretenders, or the falſe Taite of our modern Admurers, 
have more contributed to the Abuſe of either. x 
Wit, But come, Madam, now your Promiſe ; your Airs 
only [To Char.] can give a Boxxe: houche to our Entertain- 
ment. | | 
Char. Well; fince I gave my word, I'll uſe no Ceremony. 
Spb. What! more Folly? I grow tired: Shall we walk 
into my Library? there we may raiſe our Thoughts. 
Gran. You charm me, Madam; I thirſt, methinks for 
a clear Draught of Helicon. iv 8 
Spb. Take no leave, but follow me. [ Ex.Soph. amd Gr. 
Vit. E ben Sonate. {Charlotte dances, } Eb ! Viva ! wina! 
All Enchantment, Madam; no Ten Thouſand Angels 
ever came up to it. | "ro | 8 
L. Vr. It cannot be deny'd but Charlotte has an exter- 
nal Genius, ſhe wants no perſonal Acquiſitions; but tis 
great pity the Application t ey have coſt her, was not laid 
out upon the Improvement of her Underſtanding. *,__.. 
Wit. O! pardon me, Madam; as long as there isa 
good Underitanding between her and me, what's matter 
which of us has it, you know. boy mor 
Sir Gilb. Ay, but there's the Queſtion, which of you 
"tis that has it: for if one of you has it, I am ſure you 
two will never came together. a 5 
Frau. Well ſaid ! at him, Sir. Aae. 
Mit. Look you, Sir Gilbert; you may fancy your fair 
Daughter and I are a Couple of Fools, if you pleaſe; but 
if one of us had not been wiſer than her Father, we could 
never have had a Right to come together, in ſpite of his 
teeth ; that's certain: ha! ha! ha! 
L. Vr. Pardon me, Mr. Witling; you. under: rate your 
Merit: for you had been ſure of my Conſent, without 
Wit, Ay, Madam, that was only a fooliſh Modeſty, 
that I could not ſhake off; therefore I hope you will ex- 
cuſe me, if I durſt not think Merit alone was 2 ſufficient 
Bait to bob Sir Gilbert out of his Conſent ! ha! ha! 


Sir Gilb. You gre a very merry Grig, Sir; but have 4 


care you are not bobb'd yourſelf: Stay till you win, th 
fore 


| 
: 
1 
| 
. 
. 
| 
ov 
| 
4 
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fore you laugh; for you are not yet married, I preſume. 
Wit. Why no, nor you have not ſupped yet; yet I hold 
Gold to Silver, we both eat before we {leep. FI 
Sir Gilb. Why ? doſt thou think the Girl is in haſte to 
marry thee to-night ? «Jing 
Wir. I don't ſay that neither: But, Sir, as long as I 
have a ſufficient 5 of the Lady's Inclinations, to 
anſwer for the reſt of her Premiſes, you will give me leave 
not to be afraid of her looking out for a new Chap in the 
mean time, Sir. 1 * 
Sir Gilb. A Depoſite! why, wouldſt thou perſuade me 
the Girl can be Fool enough to like thee? hap 
Wit,” I-gad, I don't know how *'tis, but ſhe has Wit 
enough, ir ſeems, to make me think ſo——but if you 
won't take my word, let her anſwer for herſelf. » 
Sir Gib. Ay, that I ſhould be glad to hear. | 
Wit. Ha! ha! I- gad this is a pleaſant Queſtion indeed 
adam, are not you willing, (as ſoon as the Church- 
Books can be open) to make a Transfer of your whole ' 
Stock of Beauty, for the conjugal Uſes of your humble 
Servant? RE e. E ne e | | 
© Char. Indeed, Papa, I won't ſuppoſe that can be a 
Queſtion. 0 © be ER 1 " 14 
© Wit. A Hum! your humble Servant, Sir. 
Char. Beſide, are not you obliged to ſign a further Deed. 
of Conſent to Mr. Withng? n 1% 
Sir Gilb. Ves, Child; but the ſame Deed reſerves to 


you a Right of Refuſal, as well as to him. 
Cbar. That I underſtand, Sir; and there's one can 
witneſs for whom I have reſerv'd that Right of Refuſal. 
ages”. a teh [Pointing to Fran. 
Wit. Your humble Servant again, Sir; ha! ha! ha! 
L. Vr. I am amaz'd, Mr. Mranęle, you could think ſhe 
could be under the leaſt Difficulty in the Choice. 
Fran. And yet, Madam, there are very innocent La- 
dies, that have made a Difficulty of changing their Incli- 
nations in half an hour. kd WOT. 1 + 7 
L. Vr. A Woman of ſtrict Virtue, Sir, ought to have 
no Inclinations at all ; or, if any, thoſe only of being 
obedient to the Will of her Parents. en £1 124 7 
Wit. O! let him alone, Madam; the more he rails, 
the more I ſhall laugh, depend upon't; the Pain of a 
Rival is the pleaſanteſt Game in the World: his wiſhing 
me at the Devil, is juſt the ſame thing as if he wiſh'd me 
Joy! ha! ha! ha! Sir 


The Ladjes Philoſophy. 65 
Sir Gilb, Well, Sir, all I ſhall ſay, is, that if the Girl 
er 2 — Senſe, thy Contract muſt ill be good for 
nothing. | 
| Wit Right ! and if you had had common Senſe, I am 
ſure you would never have made it; not but to do you 
Juſtice, Sir Gil. I muſt own you have Wit in your way too, 
though it's of a very odd Turn, I grant you. | 

Sir Gilb. Sir, I diſown my Pretenſions to any, if ever 
you had Senſe enough to find it out. | 
Mit. Sure you forget, my dear Sir Gil. Don't you re- 
member once [ did find it out? Did not I flily catch 
you n St. What-de-callum's Churchyard, with your Table- + 

k, taking dead Peoples Names from the Tombſtones, 
to fill up the Liſt of your third Subſcription, that you 
might be ſure of thoſe that would never come to claim 
it ? and then pretended to all your Friends you were full : 
There, atlcait, you had more Wit to keep People out, 
than any Man living had to get in: for 1 grant you, your 
Liſt was dead ſure ! ha! ha! ha! 

Sir Gilb. Why, ay, this nonſenſical Story now paſſes for 

Wit, I warrant; among you Cocard and Velvet Sparks at 
Garraway's; but much good may do you with your Jeſt, 
as long as we have your Money among us: I believe it 
will be no hard matter to bite moſt of your ſoft Heads off 
before it be long; and if you drive on, as you ſeem to 
do, we ſhall make bold to ſet ſome of you down where 
we took' you up, odſheartlikins! 
Wit. Nay, I grant you, to do your own Buſineſs, you 
muſt do 454 |. too 3 but if all the young Fellows 
of Dreſs and Pleaſure would follow me, I would under- 
take to lead you a Dance for all that. 

Sir Gilb. And, pray, what would you have them do 2 

Wit. Why? do! as you do; nothing that you pretend 
to do: or do, as I did, every thing, that you whiſper'd 
me not to do. I minded what your Broker did, not 
what you ſaid, my Dear? And if every Gentleman would 
but buy, when you adviſe him to ſell ; or ſell, when you 
adviſe him to buy, twould be impoſſible to go out of the 
way: Why! it's as plain a Road, Man, as from Hide-Parſt 
Corner to Xenſington. | 

Sir Gilb. Sir, you take a great deal of liberty with 
my Character; inſomuch, that I muſt tell yoe, I am not 
ſure I won't pay the Forfeit of my Contract, rather than 
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part with my Daughter to a Coxcomb and fo take it 

as you will. 1 | 
IL. . Mr. Wrangle ! what do you mean by this Bru- 
tality? | | 

4 Mr. Witling, Madam, will take nothing ill, that I 
think fit to juſtify, I am ſure. ; 

Wit. No, faith! you need not fear it; I'll marry be- 
fore I fight, depend upon't. Ha * ha! 

L. Vr. Mr. Witling, I beg you come away this mo- 
ment I'll undertake to do your Merit juſtice : III 
ſee who dares pretend to govern in this Family beſide my- 
ſelf. Charlotte, give him your Hand — Come, Sir 

[Exit L. Vr. 
Mit. I am all Obedience, Madam your humble 
Servant, Mr. Frankly————Would you woo her 

„ [ Exit, 2 Prop Charlotte. 

Fran. Admirably well done, Sir! you have work'd his 
Inſolence to rare Order. Now, if you can but {tand it 
out as ſtoutly with my Lady, our Buſineſs is done. 

Sir Gilb. If Will you ſtand by me? 

Fran. Will you give me your Authority, Sir, to handle 
her roundly, and make her know who ought to be her 
Mafter ? | 

Sir Gilb. My Authority ! ay, and Thanks into the bar- 
gain — come along, I'll ſend for the Lawyer now 

Mr. Frankly, my Blood riſes at her, ſhe thall find I'll 
vindicate the Honour of the City, and, from this moment, 


de moliſh her Petticoat- Government. 


Fran. Well ſaid; Vil warrant you, Sir. [Exeunt, 


ACT V. 
Sr Gilbert and Frankly, 
Y dear Franſly, 1 could not reft till 1 


had thee alone again ; thou hait gain'd 


| upon me for ever : your vindicating the 
4 Husband's Authority, and taking my 
Wife a Peg lower before my Face, has tickled my Fancy 

24 to 


Sir Gill. - | DE | 
74 8 
EJ. 
* — 


- .- 


The Ladies Philoſophy. 67- 
to that degree, that, odzooks! I could with in my Heart 
thou hadſt been married to her. 

Fran. O! I ſhould be loath to have robbed you, Sir, of 
that Happineſs. 

Sir Gilb. A hum! you are right, you are right; I did 
not think of that indeed : Well ! it's a very edd thing 
now, thata Wife will ſooner be kept under by any Man 
than her Husband : Why the duce can't I govern her ſo? 

Fran. There's no great Secret in the matter, Sir; for, 
take any Couple in Chriſtendom, you will certainly find, 
that the more troubleſome of the two is always Head of 
the Family. | 6-50 | 

Sir Gilb. By my troth, 1 believe, you are right; and 
ſince the War is begun, I'll make a fair Puſh for't. I 
am refolv'd now to thwart her in every thing; and if 
Granger has but Wit enough to talk Sopbronia into her Sen- 
ſes; that is, if he can but convince her that ſhe is Fleſh 
and Blood, and born to breed, like other Women; od- 
zooks ! he ſhall marry her immediately: I'll plague her 
Ladyſhip that way too. iS 

Fran. That way! O! ay, it's true: for I think I have 
heard you ſay, Sir, that if either of your Daughters die 
unmarried, my Lady is to inherit their Fortunes. 

Sir Gilb. Ay, ay; there the Shoe pinches, Man; ſhe 
would be as much an Enemy to Granger, as ſhe is to you; 
if ſhe could in the leaſt ſuſpect he would ever make any 
thing of it with Sphbronia, | : 

Fran. And, if I don't miſtake, Sir, Granger is in fair 
way there too; for, to my knowledge, he has been lock'd 
up with her this half Hour, here in her Library. 

Sir Gilb. The Dickens! | ; 

Fran. Did not you obſerve them ſteal off together juſt 
after the Mufick ? | | 

Sir Gilb. I wonder'd, indeed, what was become of 
them; by the Lord Harry I am glad of it l muſt have 
a Peep at them. [Goes to the Key-hole.] Odſo! they are 
juſt a coming forth. f | 

Fran, We had beſt be out of the way then, that we 
may not diſturb them. 

Sir Gilb. No, no, I'll warrant you: Prithee let us 
ſtand behind this Skreen, and obſerve what paſſes. - 

Fran; Quick! quickly then; here they come. 
| [They retire. 


F 2 Enter 
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ah Enter Granger with Sophronia. en u 
Soph; O Granger ſtill preſerve this Purit. 
And my whole Soul will open to receive thee?: 
Forget, like me, thy Sex, how ſweetly may 

We paſs our Days in rational Deſire: 

Thou ſeeſt I own, without a Bluſh, my Love, 
—— only riſe from guilty F lamesz 

hen Conſcience driven, reluctant to the Crime, ; 
tothe Face, and marks the Cheek with Shame: 
But the chaſte Heart, ſublim'd oy rer Fires, 
Knowing no conſcious Fear, Reſerve, or Guile, 
® Gives, with unbounded Franknoſs, all its Store, 
And enly bluſhes that ĩt gives no more. | 
Se Hear this! ye bright immortal Choirs abore, 
own that human Souls, like you, can love. 

Gab. Heyday! this is downright Love in e Trage- 
ayb Well! hes 8 { comiehl, Thief. Pcs 
| bam Hyſk ! ler him go on, Sir. | 
Soph. Can you forgive the tedious Baniſhment, 
bich'myDiiruft and Dread impos d on you? 

Gran. Cun I reproach you for ſo juſt, ſo Kind 

A Fear? While, chrough the — Race of Man, 

A enfual and info@ions Paſſion rage e 
| Giving; ſrom Set to Sex, the mortal 9 
un complain, if, to preſerve yourſelf 


From the Contagion, you've, perhaps, enjoin 4 
The e Healthy to perform bie Quarantine ? 

. t thus, upon my native Soil, 

l leave m 1 behind, and "hink 

+, The Preſent now is all dar v efr ot kunde, = 

| worth my Care. 9 3 

| Spb. Bluſh? bluſh! yobaſe Soporte World; 880 

Tphat boaſt i, of el N en 

Qu you wear human Forms, yet ſee t ne 

> 1947p nt wag equal. 5 ee e fy can 

| ou, of Souls, or Senſe refin'd, dy form 155 

| Your Wilhesworchy your ns ſuperior | | 

| Cub, with Imperial Rea ſon, lawleſs? Nature, 

And reach; like us, the Joys of Love Sera hick. _ | 

Stan. —— of Hearts? Ofpotteſs Paſſion ? | 

| Here, on this Hand, the Altar of my Vows, - 

I offerup my purer Part, m Soul 
To thine, and ſwear jnviolal —— 


's - . : Spb. 


' 
| 
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Paſſions, like ours, no formal vewo re faire; 10 
For Vows ſuppoſe Diſtruſt, or faithleſs Love, . 
The frail Security of ſcnfual Flames IRE a: 
But where the Pure, with the Pure Soul unites, / 71 
The __ e: Hand, thus given, and received, ee, 

Gran, Let then this Hand my ſpotleſs Heart reſign. 

Spb. Thus, in exchange, blend my Soul wich — 

Sir Gill. So! they are got to Hand and Heart alrendy, 
but now, now for a Touch ar che reſt of her Premiſes- l 

Fran. Na dear Sir, Cs e 40 r B 

Sir Gilb. yell! well! Iwill. | 

Spb. And now no more, Sonia, but * roc, 5 
Be both my Name and Sex om hence a 

Gran. No: 

Let me remember Gill, chock chew! art fair; | 

For were there no Temptation in thy — ral 6 Hed 
Where were the Merit of fuch' hard Reſiſlance? 

Indeed, my Friend, tis hard I tis hard Refiltance!”/ #22 
The Organsof my Sight, my Ear, my in 98 
As I am made of human Mold, in ſpite Nu 
Of me, exert their Functions, and are pleas dz 
I view thee with Delight, I hear with ranſport, | 
And thy Touch is Rapture | 

Sopb. How fares my Friend 3 | 

Gran, Like the poor Wretch that parches i ina Fever, * 
With fatal Thirſt, yet begs for 3 Eaſe | | 
To drink, and die——- * 

Soph. From — ** this new Diſorder ' | 
Gran. Fell me, Sopbronia, is my Virtue blameful, 
Becauſe my Senſes act as Nature bids them? 

Am l in fault if the ! Winter's Froſt f 
Can chill my Limbs, or Summer's Suns will ſrorch chem? 
What Matter can refiſt t the Elements? 
Rivers will freeze, and ſohd Mountains burn; 
Th Bodies will not change 7 Thus the tall 0. — 
h from our meaner Flames ſecure, | 
that, which falls from Heaven, — y 
ry Whets has he learn d this Art of unoffending Flat- - 


£ 


1 Luke. 
Gran. Canſt thou re h me then, if white thy Beauties, 
With ſuch a Blaze of Charms invade my Senſe, 


My human Heart's not Proof againſt their Power! 
Fa... 


- i a. 3 
* EY” — — IX. SIP; SV « moan, wg | 
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70 The RE HUS AL; ar, 
Reproach thee: No; Bodies are but the Shells, 
Or Huts, that cover in the Soul, and are, | 
Like other Fabricks, ſub ect to Miſchance: 
The Cells of Hermits may be fir d; but none 
Reproach the Wretch, that ſuffers by the Flame. 
Gran. O Sophronia ! canit thou forgive me then, 
That my material Droſs thus burns before thee ? 
That my whole Frame thus kindles at thy Beauty 2 
And even warms my Soul with fond Defire ? 
Like an impatient Child it languiſhes, 
And pines for Wants unknown; it fighs, it pants, 
To be indulg'd upon thy friendly Boſom, 
To fold thee in my tender Arms, to talk, 
And gaze, with mutual ſoft Benevolence 
Of Eyes, as Giving were our only Pleaſure, 
Sir Gilb. Adod ! I believe, he's in earneſt, he makes me 
half in love to hear him. 
Sopb. Is it poſſible? Can then 
Such Softneſs mingle with corporeal Paſſion ? 
Gran. But while my Soul alone is ſuffer'd to 
Poſſeſs, and bars my mortal Part from Joy; 
My poor repining Senſes murmur at 
Their Fate, and call thy Purity unjuſt, 
To ſtarve the Body, while the ind knows Plenty; 
Yer, like a Churl, engroſſes whole the Feaſt. 
My Senſes claim a ſhare from Nature's Law; 


0 Apart. 


They think, with a more melting Softneſs, they 


Could love, and even inform the Soul with Rapture. 
Sir Gilb. Ay; now! we begin to work her. 
Gran, Conſider them, as part of me, thy Friend, 
Thy Friend may ſure be truſted with thy Puy ! * 
O] relieve them! give me ſome Sign at leaſt, 
One kind Embrace, or à chaſte Siſter's Kiſs, 


In certain Proof that thou art ſtill my Friend, 


That yet thou hateſt me not——Task no more. 
| Soph. Pignora certa petis? do Pignora certa Timendo. 
Gran. Does then thy Fear alone refuſe me? O Sophronia! 
Why, why muſt Virtue be this Foe to Nature? 
Why ſet our Senſes, with our Souls, at variance, 
As Heaven had form'd thee fair——to kill thy Friend? 
Sopb. What means my throbbingHeart ? O Virtue! now! 
Now ſave me from uncqual Nature's Power! 
Now guard me from myſel{——and hide my Shame! 
Gran, Muſt I then periſh? will my Friend forſake me 1 
, 3 a Sop N 


\ 
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can't take it ill, if I ſhould burſt my Ribs with laughing 


a your Fancy. 
Fran. O! not in the leaſt! and to increaſe your Mirth, 


Contempt for you, if poſſible, as I have. 

Wit. Good again! Ha! ha! ha! 

Fran. Thou art a thing ſo below all human Conſidera- 
pon, thou haſt not wherewithal to give a Spaniard Jea- 
lou 

| 1 Ah! poor Tom, if thou didſt but know all now! 
Ha! hal 18 | 
Fran. But to think thyſelf agreeable to her, thou muſt 
have the Impudence of a French Harlequin, 

Wit. Ah! dear Tom, thou charmſt me! for fince I find 
thou art not, in the leaſt, uneaſy at her Engagement with 
me, to tell thee the truth, I have nothing elſe at preſent 
that can poſſibly retard my Happineſs. | 

Fran. Why then, Sir, be as — as you deſerve; and 
pray let the Lady know, as to any Favour ſhe deſigus 
you, I am in perfect Peace of Mind and Tranquillity. 

Wit. And you really give me leave to tell her ſo ? 

Fran. Tell her, I am more eaſy than ſhe herſelf will 
be, when ſhe has married you. | 

Wit. Why then periſh me, if thou art not one of the 
beſt-bred Rivals in the whole World! ha! ha! And here 
ſhe comes, Faith, to thank thee for her part af the Con- 
ſolation. Ha! ha! 

Fran, Ha! ha! 

3 Enter Charlotte. 

Char. So, Gentlemen, I am glad to find you in ſuch 
good Humour. | 
Mit. O!]! Madam, the deareſt Friends in the World: 1 
have obey'd your Commands, and here's honeſt Tom is fo 
far from being uneaſy at our Marriage, that I-gad I can't 

et him to believe it will ever come to any thing. 

Char. Of as to that, Mr. Frankly may think as he plea- 
ſes; but if he is not uneaſy upon your account, that's all 
I pretend to defire of him. | 

Wit. No, no, honeſt Tom will give us no trouble, de- 
pend upon't. 

Fran. Not I, upon my Honour, Madam; for though I 
might be provoked to cut any other Man's Throat, that 
ſhould pretend to you, yet the Value I have for Mr. Mit- 
ling, ſecures him from my leaſt Reſentment. | 5 

| | it, 


Sir, I will be farther bold to tell you, ſhe has as hearty 
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Wit. Look you there, Madam! You ſee your Fears a 1 
all over; I don't find we have any thing to do now; bu chere 
to ſend for the Parſon. Fe 
2 Ay, but I don't well underſtand hin; for hel Scen 


ſeems to be neither jealous of your Merit, nor my incl 1 
nation: and that I can ſcarce think poſſible. that 
Tran. You m 2 _ my Soul, Madam; for 1 * F 
ſo juſt a Senſe of both, that if it had not been in regard tu ſhou 
— Father's Contract, Jam convinced you would never 7 
rnd endured the fight of him. Ha 
* Ah! poor Tom he has much ado to- ſchorher i £:S 
4 : [4 art, hin 
Thar Very pretty ! fo you think that my admitting his © 
Addrefles is meer Grimace, and that I am all this while a C 
raking pains only to deceive Mr. Witling, art 
Fran. Alas! you need not do that, Madam; he takes F 
ſo much to deceive himſelf, he really e you no trou- eno 


ble about it. J 
1 You ſee, Child, we may put any. thing pol M J 
Right! you take it as 1 could wiſh! Let mea. 7 


lone _— ray im And ſo, Sir, you really expect I ſhould ( 
be * with your having this free *Opiiidon of my Con- 


du 6] 
8 e I muſt be pleas d with every thing you undertake WI 
in my Favour, Madam. = 
Mit. How vain the Rogue is too? hint, [Aſide Hi 
Char. I am amaz'd! but how narurally' 4 Coxcomb Jhews o' 
himſelf. (Aſide, ¶ cat 
Wit. Ay, that's when he is in your hands, Madam: Ha!! 
ha! Egad ſhe plays him nicely off. [Afide. ſo 


Char. After this, one ſhould wonder at nothing! Nay, 
there are ſome Fools, I ſee, whoſe Vanity is ſo far from | tic 
being offenſive, that they become diverting even to 8 


Roval! | - of 
Fran. Ms. Wirlingris always ennebniking; Madam. 13 WD 
Nit. Hah ! Prodigious! Lead Ho thinks you mean me | al 

all this while. Hal ha! ha! |  [4part, 

Char. Well, ſure there never was ſo bright a Coxcomb! 8 

. 1 [ art, 
Wit. Cad PI Rp him: Ha! ha! 2 
* on By all means you wilt make him ſhine to a Mi- 1 
Mu Why then beriſn me, Tow, if ever I was ſo well 


diverted at 4 Freneb Comedy. [Shakes bis Hand, 
| Fran. 
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Fran. That may very well be, Sir; for Fools are apt to 
be fond of their own Parts. [Shakes Witling's hand. 
Char. Ha! ha! dd 
Wit. Ay! fo they are, the Devil take me; for, I ſee, 
there's no beating thee out of thine. - | | 
Fran. How ſhould I be out, when you play all the 
he Scene: yourſelf? 4 | | 
cli Mn. No, no, Tow, I only laugh all; but 'tis your Part 
chat makes me, Child. | 85 
ell Fran. Right! if you did not laugh, where the Devil 
dt ſhould the Jeſt be? | 
ver Wit. Why then, you ſee, I do the Fool Juſtice, Tom. 
Hal hat . | 
it. Fran. Ay, the Devil take me, doſt thou; I never ſaw 
art | bien better acted. 
biefl Vit. Ah! but you don't know, my Dear, that to make 
nile 2 Coxcomb ſhine, requires a little more Wit than thou 
art aware of. : y {nid 
Fran. I know that he, who has leaſt Wit of us two, has 
enough to do that, my Dear. | 
t. Ay! that is when a Coxcomb ſhews himſelf, Tom. 
Fran. Nay, in that I grant no Mortal can come up to thee. 
Mit. Hah! bah! ha! O! dear Rogue, I mult kiſs thee. 
Omnes. Ha! ha! ha! 9a 1 17 
Ie Enter Lady Wrangle and Charlotte. | 
L. V. Your Servant, your Servant, good People: 


5 =S 3 


ke © Whence all this mighty Mirth, pray? 

uu. O! Madam, here has been ſuch a Scene! ſuch 
e. Hit and Daſh upon one another; in ſhort, ſuch Brightneſs 
vs if © both fides, the Full Moon, in a froſty Night, never 
e. ¶ came up to it. . | 
1! NF Char: I muſt needs ſay, I never ſaw Mr. Witling ſhine 
e. ſo before. 

7 Fran. No, Madam! why he always talks like a Luna- 
n tick, as you now may judge by his Smilies. 

a Wit. Ah! poor Tom! thy Wit indeed is, like the Light 


of the Moon, none of thy own : If I don't miſtake, my: 
Dear, I was forced to ſhine upon thee, before thou wert 
able to make one Reflection. ; 


. Fran. There you are once in the right; for I certainly 
could not have laugh'd, if you had not given me a hearty 
- ID Occaſion. | 
Wit. Ay, but the Cream of the Jeſt is, Tom, that at the 


- Þ fame time I really gave thee no Occafion at all. 
; Oe | | | Fran. 
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Fran. Right again, my Dear; for your not knowing 
that, is the only Jeſt ade worth eghing at. | 8 : 

Both, Ha! ha! ha! | 

L. V. This muſt be ſome extraordinary Miſtake in- 
deed 5 for I have no Notion that Mr. Frankly and you can 
have reaſon to laugh upon the ſame Occaſion. 

Wit. Why, Faith! the Occaſion is a little extraordinary z 
for you muit know, Madam, that honeſt Tom and I here, 

are both going to be married to this Lady; - ie" 
LI. V. Both! | „ 0 

Wit. Ay both, Madam; for, it ſeems, ſhe has not been 
able to convince us, that either of us muſt go without her. 

L. W. That's ſo like Mr. Frankly's Vanity, that can't 
think his Miſtreſs loſt, tho he ſees her juſt falling into the 
Arms of his Rival. | 

Fran. My Vanity and yours, Madam, are much upon 2 
foot 3 tho I think you happen'd to be firſt cured of it. 
IL. V. What do you mean, Sir? | 

Fran. That by this time you are convinced I was never 
in love with your Ladyſhip. 91 | 

L. V. I am convinced, that a very little trouble would 
have made you fo: _ j: 26:27 

Fran. It muſt have been a good deal more than it coſt 
me, to make you believe ſo. Ji RA | | 

L. V. If you have {till Hopes of marrying Charlotte, Sir, 
I don't wonder at your believing any thing. Ha! ha! ha 

Fran. Laugh when you ſee me deſpair, Madam. 

L. Vi I need not ſtay for that, your Hope is ridiculous 
enough; and I laugh, becauſe you can't ſee. | 

Fran. Yes, yes, | can ſee, Madam; I have ſeen all this 
day what tis you drive at: In ſhort, Madam, you havo 
no mind that either of Sir Gilbert's Daughters ſhould mar- 
ry; becauſe jf they die Maids, you have ſecured the 
Chance of ſucceeding to their Fortunes. 

L. V. Ay, do make the World believe that, if you can: 
Perſuade Mr. Wiiling, that I have no mind Charlorre ſhould 
marry him. | yy (| 

Fran. What Mt. Witling thinks, is out of the queſtion, 
Madam; but you are ſure that ſhe never deſigns to mar- 
ry him: fo that your longing up his Pretenſions is not with 
the leaſt View of doing him good, but of doing me 
harm; or rather, that while you manage the Diſpute well 
on both ſides, neither of us may have her. "4% 
L. V. He has gueſs'd the Secret; but that * ** 


* 


The Ladies Philoſophy. 79: 
hinder my Proceeding. You are in the right to hope as. 
long as you can, Sir; but I preſume you don't do it from 
my Friendſhip, nor Mr. Vrangle's Conſent, or Charlotte's 
Inclination. | | 
Fran. Be what it will, Madam, it has a better Founda- 
tion, than your Hope of ſucceeding either to her's or So- 
bronia's Fortune: For ſhall I tell you another Secret, 
Madam: Sopbronia is going to be married to Granger; ſo 
that you are equally like to be diſappointed there too. 
L. W. Sopbronia married! + Orgs 
Fran. Ay, ay, married, married, Madam; wedded, 
bedded, made a mere Wife of: 'tis not half an hour,ago 
fince I ſaw her fink, and melt into his Boſom with all ihe 
yielding Fondneſs of a Milk-maid. | - 
L. V. Spbronia do this? 1 5 | | 
Fran. Sopbronia, Madam ; nay, Sir Gilbert was, at the 
ſame time, a ſecret Witnefs of all ; and was glad, glad 


of it, Madam : and, to my certain knowledge, reſolves, 


that Granger ſhall marry her inſtantly : And ſo, Madam, 
all that fantaſtick Fort-Philoſophy, that you have been 
building in her Brains for ſeven Years together, is (with 
one honeſt Attack of mere Fleſh and Blood) fairly demo- 
liſh'd, and brought to nothing. | 

L. Mr. I'll not believe it, I know your Ears deceiv'd 
vou; he might, perhaps, tranſport her, but never to a 
ſenſual Thought. | 

Fran, Oons ! Madam, I tell you, I heard, and ſaw it 
all; myſelf ſaw her fighing, bluſhing, panting in his 
Arms, with mortal, ſenſual, amorous Deſire: All her 
romantick Pride reduc'd, and humbled to the Obedience 
of that univerſal Monarch of Mankind, Love, Madam; 
plain, naked, natural Love, Love, Madam. © IS 


L. Vr. Jam confounded?! if this be true, his Triumph 


is inſupportable. [ Aſide.] Ha! what do | ſee ! 
Enter Granger, leading Sophronia. 

Fran. Dear Granger ! 1 congratulate thy Happineſs! 

Gran. My Happineſs indeed! for, till I was victorious, I 
knew not half the Value of my Conqueſt. 

Fran. | To Soph. ] Give me ch 
that our former Difference is forgot; ſince the more ele- 
vated Paſſion of my Friend, has now convinc'd me of my 
own Unworthineſs, 6 


Spb. I cannot diſavow my tendereſt Senſe of Granger's 
Mierit, give it what name you pleaſe ; I own tis ſome- 


* 


— ——_—__ _ OR e__ ——— —j J 


en leave to hope, Madam, 
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thing Quo nequed dicere, & ſentio tantum: But am Rill 
roud to boaſt, that Love alone, unaſſiſted * F 
55 could never have ſubdu'd me. 
Hi. Is it poſſible | 
By your leave, Madam. [be breaks Pro the TONY 


and takes Soph. apart. 

Fran. Heyday! what s to do now 1 * " 
© Gran. O Frankly ! T have ſuch a melting Scene 3 
to tell thee ! | 

. Fran. You may ſpare. . ourſelf the Trouble; 

Sir Gilbert and I overhear every word of it ith 
But! allow you an Artiſt. | 

Gran. Was not it very whimſical? * | 

Fran. Huſh! Ne | 

L. V. [To Soph.] Look in my Face full upon n me. 

Spb. Why fix ſevere Look, Madam? 

L. V. To make you bluſh at your Apoſtacy. 

* Sopb. Converts to Truth are no Apoſtates, Madam. 
I.. Is this your Self-denial ? This your Diflaſte & 

odious Man? 

Soph. Madam, I have confider'd'well my Female State, 
and am now a Profelyte to that Philoſophy, which ſays 
Nature makes noug bt i in vain. $ 

L.. What's then become of your Platonich Syſtem? _ 

Spb. Diſſolved, evaporated, impraQticable, ind. falla- 
cious all: You'll own have la ur di in the Ex * 
but found at laſt, that to try Gold in a Crucible of Vir- 
gin-Wax, was a meer Female Folly. 

L. M. But how durſt you, Madam, entertain 4 Thought 
of Marriage without acquainting me? : 

hb. Madam, I am now under this Gedtleman- 8 Pro. | 
teQion 3 and, from e A fey ANT. . cog- 
nizable to 2 * | 
L. V. Very fine! * 3 
Fran. 25 7 Madam, tis put dag your Sp leen to 
have no Right to diſpoſe of icher of 
ae dies: Fir Gulbert's "Coafent is. what we boar 
; and as fat as that can go, we ſhall make bold to 
mit upon them both, "Madam : and ſo you may as well 
Put. your Paſſion. in in your our Pocket, Madam. 

L. V. Tnſuppo Me 4 in Anger. 
Mi. Ha! +] mw fad, Tommy What art thou crack- 

Meſs fill, my Dear? How fe Devil didſt thou come 


by Sir Gill's Conſent? What ! he has not "Ages © it 


twice 
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twice over, has he? but if he has, with all my Heart. I 
fancy we ſhall find a way to make his firſt Deed ſtand 
good however; and that, I am ſure, I have here ſafe in 
my Pocket, Child. D 
_ Fran. O that ſhall be try'd 2 Sir; and here he 
comes with the Lawyer for the purpoſe. 


Enter Sir Gilbert, with a Lawyer. 

L. r. Mr. Wrangle, what do you mean by this Uſage ? 
How dare you affront me thus ? | 

Sir Gilb, I affront you ! my Lady. 

L. Vr. Ay, Sir, by bringing theſe Royſters here, to in- 
ſult me in my own Family: 

Sir Gilb. Frankly——ſtand by me. 

Gran. Royſters ! Madam. 

L. Mr. Sir, I am not ſpeaking to you I ſay, Mr. Wran- 
gle, how dare you do this ? 

Sir Gilb, Do, Madam! I don't do any thing, not I; if 
the Gentlemen have done any harm, you had belt talk to 
them; I believe they have both Tongues in their Heads, 
and will be able to anſwer you. | 

Fran, Ay, ay, Madam, if you have receiv'd any Inj 
from either . us, we are the proper Perſons to talk wi 

ou. 

"Þ Wr. What! will you ſtand by, and tamely ſee me 
abus'd in my own Houſe? 

Sir Gilb. Odzines, Madam, don't abuſe yourſelf ; the 
Gentlemen are civil Gentlemen, and Men of Honour 
but if you don't know how to behave yourſelf to them, 
that's none of their Fault. 

L. Mr. Prodigious ! behave myſelf! do you preſume to 
teach me, you rude illiterate Monſter. 

Sir Gilb. Hold her fait, pray, Gentlemen. 2 

Gran. ¶ Interpoſing.] Come, come, be compoſed, Ma- 
dam, confider how theſe violent Emotions di fhonour your 
Philoſophy. 

Sir Gilb, Ay, Madam, if you are a Philoſopher, now 
let's ſee a Sample of it. 5 

L. Vr. Yes, Sir, I'll give you one Inſtance of it imme- 
diately 5 before you ftir out of this Room, I'll make you 
do Juſtice to this Gentleman, I'll make you keep your 
Contract, Sir. | | 

Sir Gilb. Why, Madam, you need not be in a Paſſion a- 
bout that; 1 don't defign any other, I']l do him Juſtice 

immediately. 8 L. Vr. 
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L. Vr. O! will you ſoi=— come then, where's the 
Deed, Sir? , 

Wit. A hum ! your humble Servant! how doeſt thou 
do now, my little Tommy? 35 | 

Fran, I'll tell you preſently, Sir. | 
: on Ha! ha! I-gad thou art reſolv'd to die hard, I 

nd. ©” j 

Lawy. Here, Madam, this is the Deed 3 there is no- 
thing wanting but the Blanks to be filled up with the 
Bridegroom's Name : Pray which is the Gentleman? 

2 Mer. Here, Sir, this is hc——put in Willam Witling 
Eſq; 
Sir Gilb. Hold, Madam, two words to that Bargain, 
that is not the Gentleman I have reſolv'd upon. 

* Mr. Come, come, Mr. Wrang/e, don't be a Fool, 
I lay. | | 

Sh Gilb And pray, Madam, don't you pretend to be 
wiſerthan Iam. | | 

L. Mr. What ſtupid Fetch have you got in your Head 
now ? | 

Wit. Heyday ! what time of the Moon is this ? Why 
have not I your Contract here in my Hand, Sir Gilbert? 

Sir Gilb. With all my Heart, make your beſt on't 3 I'll 

y the Penalty, and what have you to ſay now ? And fo, 
Sir [To the Lawyer] I ſay putme in Thomas Frankly Eſq; 
IL. Vr. Mr. M raugle! don't provoke me! do you know 
that the Penalty of your refuſing Mr. Witling, is above 
Six and Twenty Thouſand Pound Difference, Sir ? 

Sir Gilb. Yes, Madam; but to let you ſee, that I am 
not the Fool you take me for neither ; there's that will 
ſecure me againſt paying a Farthing of it. 

Cr Gilb, ſhews a Bond. 

L. Vr. What do you mean? WEE 


Sir Gilb. Why that this, Madam, is a Joint-Bond from 
Mr. Granger and Franſly, to indemnify me from all De- 
mands, Coſts, and Qualbovedces of Mr. Witling's Contract. 

3 LL. Wran. peruſes the Bond. 

Char. Now, Mr. Willing, you ſee upon what a ſhallow 
Foundation Frankly built all his Vanity and Afſurance——= 
But, poor Man! he did not conſider it was ſtill in my 
power — marry you, tho' you had no Contract at all with 
m Fat er. t | 

Wit. Right, my pretty Soul! I ſuppoſe he thought the 
Merit, and frank Air ot this Bond, ſorſooth, would _ 
CY eee ug made 


1 
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made you cockſure to him; but I'll let him ſee preſently» 
that I know how to pay a handſome Compliment to a fair 
Lady, as well as himſelf : I-gad, I'll bite his Head off. 

Char. Ay do, Mr. Mitling, you touch my Heart with 

the very 'Thoughtof it. 

Wit. Ah! you charming Devil ! | 

L. Mr. [ To Sir Gilb. ] Is this then your Expedient? Is 
this your ſordid way of evading all Right and Juſtice ? 
Go! you vile Scandal to the Board * ſit at; but you 
ſhall find that I have a ſuperior Senſe of Honour. And 
thus! thus! thus! I'll force you to be juſt. 


[ Tears the Bond. 

Fran, Confuſion ! 

Sir Gilb. Oons! Madam! what do you mean by this 
Outrage? 6 
I. Vr. Now where's your Security? Where is your vile 
Evaſion now, Sir; what Trick? what Shift have you 
now to ſave you? 20 9. c 

Sir Gilb. Fran ly — ſtand by me. 

Fran. Was ever ſuch a Devil? 

Gran. Fear nothing —l'll warrant you-——Come, Sir, 
don't be diſhearten'd, your Securiry ſhall be renew'd to 
your Content : Let the Lier draw it up this inſtant, and 
I give my word of Honour to ſign it over again before all 
this Company. 2 

Sir Gilb. Sayſt thou ſo, my Lad, why then, odſhheart- 
likins———Franklyfiand by me. 

Frau. Generous Granger! 
I. Vr. Let the Lawyer draw up any ſuch thing in my 
Houſe, if he dares. 214 2 WEED 
2 Nay then, Madam, I'll ſee who dares moleſt 
im. * ö 1 os 
Fran. I-gad, whoever does, ſhall have more than one to 
deal with. . if 
Sir Gilb. Well ſaid, ſtand your Ground———write away, 


lids [To the Lawyer. 

Char. Now. Mr. Witling ! L 

Mit. Nay, hay, if that's your Play, Gentlemen 
come, come, I'Il ſhew you 'a ſhorter way to make an end 
of this matter——and to let you fee you are all in the 
wrong Box, and that now I am ſecure of the Lady's Ineli- 
nation, I think it a Diſhonour to her Beauty to make uſe 
of any other Advantage, than the naked Merit of her 
humble Servant. There, Sir Gilbert, there's your Co 

2 
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tract back again, tear it; cancel it, or bom nos With 

It And now, Madam 2 
; Char, Ay now, Mr. Mitling, you have made — the hap- 
pieſt Creature living! And now Mr. Lawyer 

Wit. Ay now, Gentlemen 

Char, Put in Thomas Frankly Eſq; | 

Wit. Fire and Brimitone ! 

Fran. Ay now Mr. Withng—— 
Sir Gilb. Odſheart ! in with him— _ 
IL. Vr. Come, come, Mr. Vrangle. 

Sir Gilb, Oons ! Wife, be quiet——= , _. | 

L. Vr. Wife! what am! adus d ! inſulted then! 

Sir Cu. Ah Charlotte! let me hug thee !) and buſs thee ! 
and bleſs thee to death ! But here; Huſſy l here's a Pair 
of Lips that will make better Work with thee ; 

it. Bit, by the Powers! 

Char. Nay don't ſay that of me, Mr. Widding 3 'twas even 
all your own doing: for you can't reproach me with hav- 
ing once told you I ever loved, or liked you: How then 
could you think of marrying me? 

Mit. Not reproach you, Madam! Oons and Death ! 
Did not you as good as — 

Fan. Hold, Sir, N 1 you ſpeak to my Wiſe, I muſt 
beg you to 1 the Tone of your Voice a little. 
u. Heyday! what a Pox muſt not Loſers haye 1475 
to ſpeak neither? 2 i ! 
* No, no, my dear Billy, thou art no Loſer At all; 3 
* ou have made your Call; you ſee and now have 
fairly had your Refuſal too. 15 
Mit. Hat! ha ! that's pleaſantly faid 4 =. I-gad ! 
} can” t help laughing at a good thing though, tho I am 
If ready to hang myſelf. 
Fran, Nay = Mailing; henceforth I'll allow thee a 
Man of Parts, tho? at the ſame time you muſt grant me, 
are no Fools like yaur Wits: But ſince thou haft 
2 enough to laugh at thy ſelf, I think nob y elſe ought 
to do it. TH 
A. Why then, dear Tow, I ive hoe Joy : for, to ſay 
che Truth, 1 believe 1 was 4 lietle over bafty in this mat- 
ter: But, as thou ſayſt, he that has not Wit enough to 
And himſelf ſometimes 4 Fool, is in er of being 
Fool enough to have WY think hin « it yt Kim 
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Fran. [To L. Wr.) And now, Madam, were it but poſ- gg 


fible to deſerve your Pardon. las he 
I. Vr. I ſee you know my 'Weaknels——-Submiffian 
muſt prevail upon a generous Nature forgive ju. 
Sir Gilb. Why, that's well ſaid of all ſides: And now 
you are part of my Family, Gentlemen, I'll tell you's 
Secret that concerns your Fortunes Hark you in 
one word — fell ſell out as faſt as you can: for (a- 
mong Friends) the Game's up— ask no Queſtions 
but, I tell you, the Jeſt is over but Money down n! 
(d' ye obſerve me) Money down! don't meddle for Time: 
for the Time's 2 coming, when thoſe that buy will nat be 
able to pay; and ſo the Devil take the hindmoſt, and 


Ce 


Heaven bleſs. you all together. 34 &b+ 6 $01 
Gran. And now, Spbronia, ſet we forward to the pro- 
mis d Land of Love. | 0150 WEIS 


Sopb. In vain againſt the Force of Nature's Law, 
Mould rigid Morals keep our Hearts in abe 
All our loft Labours of the' Brain but. prove, 

In Life, there's no Philoſophy lie Lone. 
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